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Nathaniel Clements, Eſq; 
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HE Editor of this Miſcel- 

laneous Collection, in fi- 
lial Affection to a deceaſed Fa- 
ther, preſumes to offer it to the 
Public under the Sanction of 
your Name, and intreat your 
Patronage of an Orphan, de- 
prived of the Support and rear- 
ing Hand of its Parent. 


TE Voice of the Public, diſ- 
engages the Editor from the 
Neceſſity of making any Apo- 

1 a 2 logy 


DEDICATION. 


logy for an Addreſs of this Na- 
ture ; and their Acknowledg- 
ments of your ſingular Merit, 
free him — the ungrateful 
Task which Dedications uſual- 
ly impoſe. 


Yer permit him, SIR, to ſay, 
that Motives of a more private 
Nature, though no leſs preva- 
lent with a grateful Mind, de- 
termined him to fix on you for 
his Patron. 


BENEVOLENCE is the Growth 
of a generous Heart, and con- 
fined by you to no ſingle Ob- 
ject; but the Editor hath recei 
ved ſuch peculiar Marks of it 
from Mr. CLEMeNTs, that Gra- 
titude will not allow him to be 
ſilent. 3571103. 
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DEDICATION. 


— 


Ir, therefore, by an humble 

Tender of the following Poems, 

the Editor can contribute to 

the Amuſement of a vacant 

Hour, he ſhall think himſelf 

happy in having this Opportu- 

4 1 reſlifying his 5 

gSegnſe of your Favours, and of 

publicly ſubſcribing himlelFf, 
with the greateſt Reſpect, 


[ Tour moſt obedient, 
ui oblige, 
ä [ Humble Servant, 


Geo. Winſtanley. 
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If you'll correct them to your Mind, 
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The Editor and Printer too, 
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Will be the more oblig'd to you 


Dr. WINSTANLET's 
P O E M. 8. 


Doctor WINS TAN IL E 'S GHOST, 70 his 
FRIEND af Glaſſnevin. 


To thee with Rapture, I indite, 


My dear ApolLo once below. 


Vol. II. A Here, 


| Here, ſafe from all the Storms of Life, 


Where Locuſt-Swarms of Cares and Strife, 


(2) 


Where few can ſteer the Helm aright ; 


The Nodn-Day of our Lives benight. 


Mix'd with the Gen'rous, Juſt, and Wiſe, 1 | 1 
(Deep-imag'd Bliſs, my long Deſire) 
Vain earthly Joys no more I prize, 
Nor Pomp and empty Shew admire. 


nme I. I IRS 


Here free and unconfin'd I ſoar 
Thro? endleſs Orbs, completely bleſt 
Where griping Us'ry hurts no more, ; | 


Nor Frowns of Infolence moleſt. 


Here I behold thoſe tunefal Swains, 
That whilom for thy Laurel ſtrove, _ 1 
Forget their emulating Strains, A 


And join in Harmony and Love. — 28 


Jo may that friendly, bounteous Heart, 


(3) 


Here, purg'd from jealous, , cold Diſtruſt, 
Pop, ADDISON, and SWIFT unite, 


With TiexkLL, * Partner of my Duſt, . 


| fl And form a Choir divinely bright. 


How raviſhing the Joys above, 


Where Souls refin'd 1 in Conſort ſit ! 


W bere one bright Beam of Heav'n-born Love! 
” Outſhines a Galaxy of Wit. 
tn 1351.5 p 


That me and mine preſery*d: alive, 


Still it's kind Influence impart, 110 4 


And in thy Boſor ſtill firvive ! 


1 4 K 
Wo » 


1 Ca So, when thy Pilarimagd/ is ofer, 


v 
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And Nature into Life expires, 
ru bid thee welcome to this Shore, 


Where full Fruition crowns Deſires! 


A 2 


* Buried neer Mr. TicxzLI, at Glaſaevis. 
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Aldreſſed to His ExcnLLCY the Kaak C | 
HARRINGTON, Loxp TazuUTENANT 


of IRELAND, 1749. 
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H 1 Muſe attempts a ; able F light, 
oy Aloft ſhe foars on Pindar's Wing, 
Surveys the Terrors of the Height 
Unaw'd, for Virtue bids her ſing; nets 
Tho? weak the Voice, where Virtue calls fu Praiſe, 
Each low Conception ſhe can raiſee 
Pour on the Heart ii inſpiring Flame, 


And malce the Verſe exalted as the Theme. 


If virtuous Acts the Soul infpire, 5 _ 
To STawnorE*s Glory ring the Lyre, 4 
To SrannoPr's Nane in hon we find 1 


Each Attribute of Wortli harmoniouſly combin'd, © 1 
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Z Thro' Sr AN HOP E's Cares, perfidious Spain, 
ll: 7 With Rage beheld her nice-wrought Schemes, 


= Her deep- -laid Politicks a8 vain, aint was; 
5 4 + iS & 


5 As weak Projeckors airy Dreams; 8 
His noble Soul diſrob'd of dark Diſguiſe, | 


Foils ev 'ry Plot, fears no Surprize,” We” 
; His Truth to Fraud ſuperiour ſmiles, * 
| Y nd greatly triumphs o'er Lalla Wiles : 

The * ſubtle Stateſman now repines | 

At fruſtrate Aims and vain Deſigns, tad 

Nor ceas'd with frantic Rage to moan 


Beria's ruin'd Fleet, and Naples not her own. 


Ul. 

5 4 Intrepid on Biſcoyan Shores, 

3 MY... illuſtrious WARRIOR next ſurvey, 

b Where haughty Spain's collected Stores, 
Prepar'd for future Navies lay, 


AT. Navies, 


2 Cardinal Fleury. + In the Year 1718. 
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Navies, whereby ſhe fondly hop'd to be 
Imperial Sov "reign of the Sa, 


By which ſhe deem'd to raiſe her Name, vv 
Extend deſpotic Sway, and ſpread her Fame. 
1 STANHOPE, foremoſt on the Strand, 
Like Light ning darts the direful Brand, 
See ſee ! the F lames the Stores invade, | 
And all her mighty Hopes, in Duſt and Aſhes laid. 
IV. : | 
In Arts like theſe the Brave are train'd, 
Theſe Arts adorn'd his rip'ning Years, 
By virtuous Actions STANHOPE gain'd 
TY illuſtrious Honours that he n 
Hail! PRINCELIY HARRINGTON as good as great, 
Thou ſkilful Pilot of the State; 
Thy Worth een jarring F eine own 
F attions—whoſe Malice ſpar'd thy Worth alone. IF ö 
Hail ! by the beſt of Kings belov'd, 
Hail! by each honeſt Heart approv'd, 
For gen' ral Praiſe thy Merits call, 


*Unjuſt, unkind to none, benevolent to all. 
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*. 
New Hopes, new Joys Hibernia's Iſle, 
Bleſt by thy Influence, aſſumes ; 


Thy Preſence bids our Labours ſmile, 
And crowns with Wreaths our active Looms ; 


Beneath thy Patronage our Arts ſhall grow, 


With lofty Numbers ſwell the tuneful Lyre, 
= Great STANHoPE's Glory to rehearſe, 

1 uſtly diſtinguiſh'd in immortal Verſe : 

Pale Envy ſhall no longer pine, 

Nor with her Siſter Diſcord join 


& Unclouded in poetic Lays 
Shall ſhine in perfect Brightneſs, Sr Ax HOPE“s Praiſe, 
NM | A 4  Yakrico's 
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YAarrco's Epiſtle 2 IX KLE. A POEM. 


Occafioned by reading SPE CTATOR, Vol. I, 


No. 11. 


HE RE let a Captive fetch a panting Groan, 
Diſſolv'd in flowing Tears till now unknown; 
And Swan-like enter with a mournful Strain, 
A. Sea of Toil, a World of boundleſs Pain. 
Still is there left me Freedom to deplore, 
To kiſs and UBER my now abandon'd Shore, 
Nor hope to taſte it's ſhort-liv'd Pleaſures more ; 
Still have I Freedom to expoſe thy Shame, 


Perfidious Man, and curſe the hated Name. 


Ye conſcious Breezes that around me play, 
Bear the ſoft Breathings of my Soul away; 
My Sighs in Whiſpers to his Breaſt impart, 
And tend to Pity his relentleſs Heart. 


Sooner cou'd Zephirs tear the ſtately Oak, 
Or falling Waters cleave the flinty Rock, 
Than ſuch a Meſſage pierce his ſtubborn Mind, 


And teach an o' ergrown Ruffian to be kind: 


Whom 


(9) 
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Whom neither Tears nor plighted Vows cou'd move, 
Nor ſacred Ties of long-continu'd Love. 


Furies conſpir'd to conſtitute his Frame, 


Confirm'd in Guilt, and obſtinate in Shame. 


Beneath what boding Planet was I born? 


hat odious Star o'er-ruPd that fatal Morn ? 

0 nd curs'd my Entrance on this Stage of Life, 

1 ig with the dire Preſages of my Grief. 

4 | id &er ſuch Loads of Sorrow ſink a Breaſt, 

* ith ſo much Love and Innocence poſſeſs'd? 

hy don't th* Immortal Gops (if Gops there are) 


ake ſo much Love and Innocence their Care, 


hoſe two grand Virtues that our Lives controul, 


And ſweeten ev'ry Paſſion of the Soul? 


Ah! whereſoe' er I turn my weeping Eyes, 


r 
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aves peep o'er Waves, o'er Billows Billows riſe, 


7 
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he lengthen'd Proſpect terminates in Air, 
: 1 \ dreadful Gulph of Sorrow and Deſpair. 


here muſt I lie, that Ocean muſt entomb 


9 
_— 
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My lifeleſs Carcaſs in it's chryſtal Womb 


| 


Where 


ia 
Ny. 
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Where none can point me out beneath the Wave, 


Or write the mournful Story on my Grave. 


It grieves me to recal the golden Days, 
When crown'd with Gems and never-fading Bays, 
In awful Majeſty I cou'd advance, 
And *midſt a Crowd of Lovers lead the Dance. 
None was ſo gay, ſo briſk, ſo ſprightly ſeen 


To trip in Gambols o'er the verdant Green. 


Alas! too ſoon our vernal Flow'rs decay, 


Too ſoon that Phantom, Pleaſure, ſteals away : 
Our limpid Stream of Bliſs glides on too faſt, 
And ends a frightful Catara# at laſt. 


How oft' did I my Ignorance bemoan ? 


How labour hard to make my Accents known ? 


How with my Tears and deep-fetch*d Sighs complain, 


To breathe th Endearments of my Soul in vain ? 


When yet in Words unknown they were convey'd, 


And Motion ſeemingly ſincere repay'd. 
Paſſion, expreſs'd in Words untaught can't move, 


'Tis ſweet to be intelligible in Love. 


Oh, 
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Oh, had I ne*er believ'd thy flatt'ring Eyes 


1 Too fond to love, too loving to be wiſe. 


| Ofe have I led thee to the purling Floods, 
© To Gilent Groves and unfrequented Woods; 
Where Birds in Conſort ply'd their warbling Throats, 


And Philomelas tun d their ſofteſt Notes. 

N | Oft' have I laid thee in the Jeſſ'mine Bow'r, 
** cull'd to garniſh thee from ev'ry Flow'r : 
9 Bad thee no more for diſtant Regions weep, 

nd ſooth'd the Sorrows of thy Heart aſleep ; 
Check d ev'ry ſullen Thought with tender Care, 
I Compos'd the waving Ringlets of thy Hair : 

4 View'd each tranſporting Feature of thy Face, 


* 


0 And innocently ſmil'd on ev'ry Grace. 
| Oft on my Knee thy drooping Head ſuſtain'd, 
| 1 And in thy then ſoft Boſom dipt my Hand, 
ul i} Thy faithleſs Boſom ! but alas, cou'd ne'er 
T7 Diſcern Ingratitude ſit brooding there ; 
ö 4 ' Ingratitude, that damps and cankers all, 
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3 And ſpreads a Venom o'er the tainted Soul; 
That 
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That, Tyrant-like, in it's full Force diſplay'd, 3 
Requites with Injuries the guiltleſs Maid; . ; 
At Sight of which each Mark of Love's forgot, 9 


And thouſand Favours dwindle into Nought. 


Now weeping my dejected Fate 1 mourn, ” 


Ws 


Now with Regret and Indignation burn, 
When lonely penſive I recal to Mind, 
As on a moſly Bank you lay reclin'd; 
In all the Pomp of blooming Roſes dreſt, 7 
Nor half fo gay the Monarch of the Weſt: + \ 
When, on a ſudden, lo, a ſwarthy Crowd 
In Queſt af Prey came ruſtling thro' the Wood; 


. 


I interpos'd, and with loud Cries implor'd 

The eager Crew to ſpare my ſleeping Lord : 

Beauty in Tears their rav*nous Breaſts cou'd move, 
Tis brave to pity the ſoft Pangs of Love. 

What have not I, unhappy Creature, done 


To ſave a Life ſo fatal to my own? 


So have I ſeen beneath a verdant Shade — 


The glorious SilE-Worm innocently lay'd, 
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% * I toll and labour to his own 3 
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= Ye nes inferior Miniſters of Light, 5 


Thar cheer the gloomy Shade of ſilent Night, 
Have ſeen me bear the creling Chain of Woes, 
| nd ſacrifice my own to his Repoſe; 
When Sleep (to wretched me deſign'd in vain) 
Ha ſpread it's balmy Wings o'er ev*ry Plain; 
Kind in deep Silence huſh'd each dewy Grove, 


5 V hilſt anxious I was kept awake by Love. 


10 Liberty, thy collie Form I find 

1 b till haunt my Heart, full ſpringing i in my Mind ; 
| 1 Solac'd by thy ferene, engaging Eyes, 

The g gaudy Pomp of Empire Pd deſpiſe; -» 
i At plumy Creſts and ſpeck rd Robes I'd frown, 


1 Nor condeſcend ſo low as to a Crown. 


How bleſt was I beneath his gentle Sway, 


3 4 


My Grotto ſmil'a, and all around was gay. 
NH hou gav'ſt a Beauty to each budding Flow'r, 


Pes d Paradiſe was lodg'd in ev'ry Bow'r. 
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Then in the Height of Bliſs, from Shade to Shade, 9 
Thro' Scenes of pleaſing Solitude I ſtray d; * 
Fair as the Roſe, and ſprightly as the Hind, 
And as the Linnet free and unconfin'd : 

While rival Youths each Morn my Arbour grac'd, 

With glitt'ring Shells in beauteous Order plac'd : 

Peace ſhone divinely bright thro? ev'ry Grove, | 
And all around was Liberty and Love. 9 


Fain would I ſtifle each convulſive Sigh, 
Fain let thy Name within my Boſom die; 
Fain from my Breaſt thy loathſome Image tear, 
But ah too laſting is the Pledge I bear; ; 
Pledge, did I ſay ? ſad Pledge ! nay let it be | 
Torn from my Womb whateer an of thee, | 
But, hark ! the Child, to gen'rous Pity wrought, 3 | 
Affrighted, ſtartles at th enormous Thought; 0 


Bids me the Tumult of my Mind controul, 15 
And, conſcious, dictates Patience to my Soul; 2 
TY 11 | 5 


Renounce the Father, and be his no more. | 
O thou 


(15) 


P 0 thou dear Partuer of my Grief, PII find 

in thee a Child, a Huſband and a Friend. 

1 5 While yet, ſweet Babe, to my fond Boſom preſt, 
Thou like a Pear! hang'ſt pendant on my Breaſt, 


1 
WW Soul with early Courage PIl inſpire, 


1 o brave the Inſults of a treach'rous Sire; 


0 3 a Spite of Scorn and Cruelties we'll live, 
And loſt in Sympathy forget to grieve. 
* 
1 is arewel, . purling Streams and ſilent Dales, 


3 


1 By you, falſe Man, from cheit Embraces torn, 


1 y raviſh'd Joy and tranſient Bliſs I mourn: 


Such Sorrows rack the wand'ring Linnet's Breaſt 
hen exil'd ſhe bemoans her rif*d Neſt ; 
ft ſhe looks back, and wings around the Wood, 
here once erect her moſſy Fabrick ſtood. 


0 But oh! ! in vain cheſ loud unpity'd Cries, 
In vain the Tears fall ſtreaming from my Eyes. 
I I'Il call propitious Heav'n to my Defence, 
1 nd calmly triumph! in my Innocence : 
= Nor þ 
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Nor truſt again that monſtrous Creature, Mar, 


Or in my Boſom hug the direful Bane ; 
But boldly venture with th' inſulting Crew, 
And bid the World, with all it's Joys, Abikv. 


RETIREMEN T. 
HOU ſweet Refreſhment of the buſy Mind, 
When preſt with Care, and when with Age declin'd, a | 
When anxious Qualms becloud the drooping Heart, 4 


And Life's gay Scenes a ſickly Joy impart; t 
*Tis then the Rich, th* Ambigous and the Great, 1 
Court the ſoft Refuge of thy calm Retreat. \ 

Retirement] tis to thee we muſt apply, 3 


Live in thy Cell, &er we can learn to die; 
In thy Receſs more ſolid Charms we'll find, | 
Than all thoſe Follies that bewitch Mankind ; Sy | 
There we'll be taught the Science to deſpiſe, 4 
A motley World 18 an and Vice. 5 "7 | 1 


The Stateſman treads a dipp' ry Path of Life, . = 
Bedaub'd with Flatt'ry, and beſet Vith Strife; 5 


(17) 


hile the maſqu'd Foe ſtill perſonates the Friend. 
ir'd out at Length, to thy Embrace he flies, 


And views the tranſient Blaze with ſcornful Eyes. 


The Hero, from the horrid Din of Arms, 
L From Fields of Blood, and turbulent Alarms; 


Joaded with Fame, and eager to be free, 
a 0 ith glowing Ardour fights his Way to thee : 
* en ſmiling ſees beneath thy peaceful Shade, 
] is Trophies wither, and his Laurels fade. 
2 1 The Merchant cloy'd and ſurfeited with Gain, | 
ol 'N o'er the Surges of the ſtormy Main; 

While ſtruggling Winds, and ſullen Tempeſts roar, 
1 1 Fac: Helm about, and ſeeks thy filent Shore: 
Frere lull'd to Reſt beholds the rolling Tide, 
3 Billows lu mber, and the Haves ſubſide. 
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- 4:4: i 

To Maſter ] —, on the Earl "i k 
_-- xc mms making him an Enfign, 
from Dr. TRE s School, 174.5. 


Usp1c10us YouTa! what happy Stars attend 


Thy Dawn of Life, ſince Sr AN HOPE is thy Friend 
Srannopz, whoſe piercing Judgment ſaw with Joy 
The budding Hero in the blooming Boy, 

Detach'd thee ſoon *midit Wars confus'd Alarms, 
From claſſic Eaſe to exerciſe in Arms. 

Haſte then, dear Youth, new Scenes of Blood to ſee, 
GEoRGE thy Auguſtus, thy Mxcenas HE. | 
Cæſar has taught thee how in Arms to ſhine, . ; 
And Tully how to ſcourge a Cataline. 1 
Aſpire to martial Fame while Tumults rage, 3 
But let the Muſe thy peaceful Hours engage. | 
Thy SrAxHOPE then, that great diſtinguiſt d Nam, i 
Whole Patriot Breaſt glows with each gen'rous Flame, | N 
Gladly ſhall ſee in thy maturer Days, U 
Thy Sword the Laurel gain, thy Pen the Bays. 1 
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ADVIC E to a Vou nd LAbDy at Bath. 


AIR, Sw ET and Youns, receive this friendly 


Strain, 

g nd liſten, if you wiſh a laſting Reign. 

Ko ſugar'd Words you muſt expect to find, 

J hey pleaſe the F ancy, but miſlead the Mind : 
? he courtly Lover in theſe Lines I weave, 


? d whilſt a Counſellor diſmiſs the Slave. 


Know thy own Merit, and aſſert thy Charms, 
_=_ to Dangers, and beſet with Harms. 
Y . the treach'rous Whiſpers of the Gay, 


© or let ſoft Nonſenſe ſteal thy Heart away. 


'P g L ras, Knights, and Sguires, avoid with equal Care, 
Alike pernicious to the giddy Fair. 

me, 7 4 Eonduct ſhou'd ever be with Beauty join'd 

4 4 f | looks ſevere, but proyes ſeverely kind : 


ithout this Guide, how few forbear to ſtray, 


B 2 Ev'n 


(20) 


Ev'n you may fall from Glory to Diſgrace, 
And loſe the Conqueſts, yet retain your Face. 
But Heav'n preſerve you from a tott' ring Throne, 
And make you wiſe by Suff” rings not your own. 
On! may my Fair One learn without Expence, 
Bath is the Touchſtone of a Woman's Senſe. 


A POEM 7# Lap, upon a Fly getting into 


her Eye. 


T* AT pretty little gaudy Fly, 
That flew into your lovely Eye, 

Had ſurely form'd no mean Deſign 
In chuſing ſuch a beauteous Shrine: 
After long hov'ring round the Flame, 
That ſtreaming from a Taper came: 
Fool that! am, cries he, to die 

A Death of ſo much Infamy ; 

For ſince my Life I am to loſe, 

A Peach of Honour I will chuſe : 


( I ) . * ©Y 4 

* «% 8 

2 — * 8 » 
v--* - 5 


4 | D f or periſh by a meaner Fire; 

|. 14 hus dying, I may boldly claim 

A 4 — and immortal Name: 

f h admiring World will me revere, 
hen I in Story ſhall appear; 

4 My Fate with Pleaſure they'll behold, 
en *tis in happy Numbers told; 


v.01 
. 
1 


ia ſome public Place they'll raiſe 


I 


i ſcott Statue to my Praiſe z | a1 


70 


Wai a Murd'rer will create 


& Envy of my glorious Fate: g 


5 r who would not his Life reſign 8 


2 F ſuch a charming Death as mine. Te 
| 1 1 is true my Shape and F igure's ſmall, 
| or Ir Grandeur not deſign'd at all; 

bet, to my little Senſe, I die 

V Much like a Man of Quality; 

Wy Death will een ſuch Wonders do, 


E yet your Lovers never knew: 


= 


In RA I B 3 For 
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For me you'll weep, while you deride 
Their Pains with an ungenerous Pride. 
Thus ſaying, he extends his Wings, 

And tow'rds her Eyes with Rapture ſprings ;. 
Where drenld in Tears, he ſmiling lay, 
And ſigh'd his little Soul away. 

Can you then Tears in Earneſt ſhed ? 

To mourn this pretty: Inſect dead. 

Cou'd I that happy Inſect be, 

That you might weep as much for me ! 
Gops ! what unroward Spirits thrive 

In this hard ge in which we live; 

That for a Fly your Eyes can rain, 

But never for a Lover's. Pain: 

It Pity, Phillis, warms, your Heart, 

A nobler Way it's Beams impart; 

For wretch'd Philander, let a Deluge fall, 
Whoſe Torments, and his Truths deſerve it all, 


RR: 


( 23) 
The SPRING, an ELEGY: Or, 


certain GENTLEMAN's LAMENTATION 
for the Loſs of his MISTRESS. 


I, 


OW ev'ry Field it's blooming Charms renews, 
Ind treats Beholders with delicious Views ; * 
vielding Odours moſt profuſely kind, 
th ſooth the Senſes, and inſpire the Mind : 
Keraccful Notes the Lark and Linnet ſing, 
A d Airs of Welcome greet the courteous Spring; 
1 Bloſſoms glitter, ſprinkling Buds appear, 
Ind various Beauties crown the op'ning Lear; 
Eaves deck the Trees, the Fields are ſtrow'd with 
1 K Flow'rs, 
All Things now ſmile, but oh ! my Fortune low'rs. 
0 | Il. 
1 1 ow fragrant Earth, ſerene the gentle Air, 


ow gracious, how compos'd, how void of Care, 


hole Nature ſeems, how bountiful and fair ! 


B 4 Behold, 
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f (24) 
Behold, a ſoft, refreſhing, balmy Breeze, 
Salutes the Branches of the murm'ring Trees; "Ty 


Wrinkles the Streams fair Surface in the Meads, 


And bends the trembling Flow'rs yielding Heads; 


Mark how the wanton Cattle blithly play, 


The Lads and Laſſes negligent and gay, 


Range through the Groves, and in the Vallies 

ſtray. 

III. 

Yet I in Storms of adverſe Fortune toſt, 
Diſtreſt like thoſe in Love am almoſt loſt ; 
Oh! when will Time + friendly Succour bring, 
When ſhall I know a comfortable Spring ? 
When ſhall my harraſs'd weather-beaten Breaſt, 
(By Croſſes now ſucceſſively oppreſs'd) 
Find Peace, and Eaſe, and kind returning Reſt ? 
Oh! when a bleſs'd ſucceeding Seaſon find 
To this hard Winter of my anxious Mind, 


My Fate fo cruel, and my Fair unkind, 


( 25) 


On the Day of JUDGMENT. 


OW is the laſt and awful Morning ſprung, 
Nature's grand Period, the laſt Stage of Time, 
# nd great deciſive Hour. The Sun looks feint, 
2 nd journeys ſlowly thro” the duſky Skies 
| 4 ith ineffectual Beams : The vagrant Moon, 
"ich fanguine Diſk, feels ſympathetick Pains, 
Md trembling hovers in the wide Expanſe. 
mt Earth no longer in her Orbit rolls, | 7 
Vor on her Centre turns, conſcious that now | EY 
4 1 er fated Hour of Diffolution comes. 
Ihen 10! a radiant Cloud befring'd with Gold, 
; E right'ning the eaſtern Heav'ns- aſcending Tow'rs, 
1 glorious Proceſs up the vaulted Skies ; 
And in the Midſt a Throne erected ſhines, 


Where ſits in State ineffable, THe Jupct 


8 


45 * 


round 


ith thouſand thouſand Saints and Angels pure; 


The 


(25) 


The great Archangel ſounds his dreadful Trump, q 
Which rends the paſſive Air, and ſhakes the Hills. 1 


Now hear the Noiſe of rattling Bones, disjoin'd 
By Chance or by Deſign „ and carry'd far 
To diſtant Climes, unite ; each to it's Part 
Aſſign'd. The Dead all riſe, but thoſe in CA 187 
Riſe firſt, and led by Heav'nly Guides aſcend 
The ſubtle Azure Now I ſee them ſtand - 
At awful Diſtance from the Seat of Gop, 
In humble Confidence : Their Saviour looks 
With Countenance ſerene, beſpeaking Love 
And Grace unmerited, yet infinite, 
This final Sentence paſſes on the Bleſt : 
Elect of Gop, and Brethren of the Laus, 
Well have you fought the Fight of Faith, receive 
From me your juſt Reward : (the Heav'nly 11 
With loud Acclaim repeat the Joyful Sound, 
The Saviour then refurnes ) All theſe my Saints 
With me ſhall thro” eternal Ages live 
In bleſt Fruigion, in the Realms of Light. 
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(27) 


2 ow what remains for thoſe ſelf-ruin'd Tribes, 


But Wrath and Vengeance from an angry Go |! 


; ; He ſpake—that Inſtant vivid Flames of Fire 


Dart from his Eyes : Oh miſerable Sight ! 
h dreadful Scene! the guilty Wretches ſhake 
Wich Horror and Deſpair ; their ghaſtly Looks 


I xpreſs the Hell they feel within, Remorſe, 


1 Guilt, and Fear, glare in their Viſages: 
* tear their Fleſh, and curſe, the boding Sound 
That wak'd their ſleeping Duſt ; thoſe ſue for Peace, 


* 
5 


4 Ind Mercy too too long deſpis'd ; while yon 


I ith dreadful Perturbation writhe their Limbs / 


n Shapes diſtorted, and with hideous Cries, 


Call out for Shelter of ſome friendly Rock, 


And now the JuDGe with Indignation dire, 


= 
SE} 1 
a 


1 Proclaims th* irrevocable Doom. Depart, 


Ve Curs'd into eternal Fire, prepar'd 


For vicious Spirits. The Sentence ſcarce pronounc'd, 


The ready Fiends the ſhudd'ring Wretches ſeize, 


1 1 Wang drag them thro? the Air; what horrid Shrieks 


Enſue ? 


(28) 


Enſue ? And now the general Blaze begins, 
The Elements diſſolve, whilſt Hell gapes wide, 
A monſtrous Chaſm, and the immortal Damn'd, 
Fall Millions of Fathoms down thro' liquid Flames, 
Until they light on ſolid F likes of Fire, 


There fix'd remain, and never can expire. 


On the DEATH of WILLIAM OWEN, of 
Preſaddved, E/; by the Revd, Mr. 


then an Under. 1 Graduate of Jeſus- College, | 


Oxford. 


A CCEPT, lamented Shade, the mournful Lays, 


That Gratitude inſpires, and Duty pays. 
Whether, dear Soul, with Love ſeraphic bleſt, 
Eternal Anthems kindle 1 in thy Breaſt ; 

Or carry'd in Meanders round the Ball, 

Thou chearful waitſt the laſt and ſolemn Call ; 
Pleas'd thro? th* expanded Univerſe to find 
Unnumber'd Objects crowd upon thy Mind; 
The lab'ring Muſe with Eyes propitious view, 
In humble Rhyme thy airy Flights purſue ; 


(29) 


3 ay her laſt Tribute on thy ſacred Herſe, 


Wink as ſhe ſoars, and ſigh out ev'ry Verſe. 


O deareſt Youth, thy lovely Form I find 

ll freſh in View, ſtill riſing in my Mind; 

0 hom ſhall I ſee ſo gen'rous to befriend, 

1 | oud to oblige, and eager to commend z 

g | asd to forgive, and bounteous to diſpenſe, 

| y Im without Spleen, and free without Offence? 
þ whom the plaintive Muſe diſcharge her Woes, 
| 1 Fc $ whom the Labours of her Soul diſcloſe 3 

; I b whom addreſs her Wants, in whom confide, 
rs gd to receive, and begg'd to be ſupply'd ? 
aal Bliſs ! diſconſolate I ſee 


The beſt of Friends for ever end in thee. 


chendes by thy ſerene, enliv ning Rays, 
| 4 weet were the Labours of my youthful Days; 
I bound each Moment teem with freſh Delight, 


4 F Ind all my Cares look'd chearful in thy Sight. 


: So when the Sun his friendly Beams diſplays, 
ay 4 nd ſheds on nether Worlds his genial Rays ; 
o The 
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(30) 4 


The op' ning Bloſſoms, innocently gay, 
Unfold their Glories in the Face of Day : 
But when that radiant Orb withdraws his Shine, 


They cloſe their Boſoms, languiſh and repine. 


Where ſhall I ſee ſuch blended Virtues meet, 
Such ripen'd Senſe with ſprightly Youth unite ; 
Such rigid Truth, ſuch Eagerneſs to pleaſe, 
Such ſteady Temper join'd with ſo much Eaſe 
Such plenteous Fortune, ſuch an humble Mind, 


In one continu'd Harmony combin'd ? 


Whilſt others rend the blooming Scenes of Age, 
And flame with Party-Heats and headlong Rage, 
Calm haſt thou liv'd, to ſtudious Eaſe conſign'd; 
In Friendſhip zealous, as in Love refin'd. 


Methinks I ſee thee, with angelic Air, 
Pour out the Breathings of thy Soul in Pray'r; 
Triumph o'er Youth, and Saint-like ſoar above, 
Wrapt in Devotion and exalted Love ; 


Catch at th approaching Bliſs with braving Eyes, 


Storm vanquiſh'd Heav'n, and gain upon the Skies. 3 hy 
| So, _ 
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1 F F | So, when the Eaglet his ſoft Wings diſplays, 
le tow'rs aloft, and ſucks the kindling Rays; 
® = growing Vigour thro? his Vitals run, 

: Pag into Clouds, and bears upon the Sun. 
4 


Forlorn on %s“ lovely Banks I tray, 
nd big with Grief thy fading Steps ſurvey. 
1 _ to fee thee on it's Banks reclin'd, 
Revolve the Chain of Beings in thy Mind; 


4 0 


+28 1 d thy briſk Soul the wide Creation run, 


* 4 


% 


"a Ec ear as the Day, and active as the Sun: 


2 
4 


1 he Soul that now on Wings immortal ſoars, 


With nearer Views Infinitude explores; 


„ « 1 : 
. - 


bs And finds his Knowledge, as his Days, a Span. 


' HAN, truſt no more ſuch great, ſuch ſhining 
Good, 


© Þcride: the groſs, preſumptuous Thoughts of Man, 


Why 


(32) 


Why may they not to later Ages ſhine, 


Dwell longer our's, or be for ever thine ? 
Send not the choiceſt Bleſſings of thy Hand 
To bloom and fade, to bleſs and curſe the Land. 


| Avpiev, Immortal Youth ! for ever bleſt, 
Receiv'd by Myriads to eternal Reſt. 
Whilſt thou melodious fill'ſt the ſacred Choir, 
And greet'ſt with awful Love thy ſmiling Sire; 
Shed on thy hapleſs Friend auſpicious Rays, 
Loath to forget, tho' impotent to praiſe ; 


And penſive meditates this humble Verſe — 


ALL As! here lies, confus'd with common Clay, 
The Young, the Meek, the Prudent, and the Gay : 
Once bleſt with-all thoſe Virtues here below, 

That ever Youth cou'd boaſt, or Heav'n itſelf beſtow. 


* 


That views with weeping Eyes thy mournful Herſe, 
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The PROSPECT. - 


L OW ſweetly op'ning with the bluſhing Morn 
| purple Clouds Earth's Canopy adorn |. 

| E glorious Sun breaks forth run his Race, 

9 nc paints with radiant Smiles all Nature's Face. 

„ a k ! from the feather'd Choir's harmonious | 
Throats, 


- 


Z + al around ſoft· ecchoing Muſick floats. 2 


But 
. Banging: Lark employs the Ears and Eyes. 


leſt the T ranſport too aſpiring riſe, 


4 7 ic waving Corn now greets the raviſh'd Sight, 
J | I Nat ne Oꝰer fertile Fields with freſh Delight, 
"Tio" verdant Vallies, Groves, and flow* ry Mead, 
6 by | following where the winding Current leads; 

3 lether with rapid Streams the Banks it chides, 

W. 


Co) ' Kent flowing, ſmooth and ſilent glides 
1 * Wide Expanſe, or narrow'd thro* the Trees, 
Ie ſilver Surface ruffled with the Breeze ; 


For. 1 -- Which, 
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C34) | 
Which, riſing from the Weſt, on fragrant Wings, | 
From Herbs and Flow” rs refreſhing Odours brings. 4 


q \ 
- * 
= 


Th Tnlantelrd Grounds, which riſe i in Circuit wide 325 


* 
A. 
"3% 


Preſent their teeming Banks in ſunny Pride. - ; 
Beyond the Hill where that thick Foreſt grows, 0 - 
One more aſpiring bends it's awful | 2 9 
Midſt ſhady Woods ſome lofty Buildings Ain d, I 
Some from the ſloping LAWNS a View command; 9 


Where numerous Flocks d Herds, or grazing 2 


ſtray, Y 71 
Or fill'd, repoſe, or wanton ſkip and play. = 


F arms, Villages, and Sete. lie ſcatter d round, | | 1 
With Orchards, Groves, or Parks, or Garde 5 


crown d. 


1 I 
* — 7 by 
* 


With es Muſick Hil and Valley rings : 1 ST 
The F ancy ſeeks them, trav*lling o'er the Plain JF ; 
Loſt ; in Purſuit, yet not purſues in vain; 12 al { 


For "IU another Proſpect far extends, 
Doubtful, if Sea, or Sky the Landſkip ends: 
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Tr 


t gath'ring Clouds o'erſhade the . — 


1 nd whiſtling Winds foretel impendiug Raid; 5 


% 


Ws 1 e Sun withdraws it's Beams; thro' clouded Skzes 


ted oblique the pointed Ligbt'ning flies; 


7. 
24 


-_ 


IS pious "Awe awalning hardieſt 5% 
| 5 g ceeding evry Flaſh, loud Thunder rolls. 


En falls impetuous, rattling Hail, or Rain, 


\ W hit ning the Hills, or flowing thro” the Plain, 


Zu iT storms abate in milder ſprinkling Show'rs, 


_ 


3 | Th Clouds diſperſe, the Sky no longer low'rs: 


- 


I N IF in the azure Vault with peaceful Show, / 
| ZH N Is Irn'd the Arch of Iris painted Bow W - - © 
e | glitt ring Sun darts down th enlivening Ray, 


al fiving Nature with returhing Day; 
f loſe Face, like Widows, after Ten more bright, 


® » 5 
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An HYMN 70 Gop the FATHER. 


I. 
Hi Far RRR, whoſe creating Call, 
Unnumber'd Worlds attend; 
Jenovan ! romprehending all, 
Whom none can comprehend. 
1 
In Light unfearchable enthron'd, 
Which Angels dimly ſee, 
The Fountain of the Gop HEAD own'd, 


And foremoſt of the Three. 
III. 
From whom, thro' an eternal Now, 
The Sox thy Offspring flow'd; 
And everlaſting Far HER Thou, 
As everlaſting Gop. 
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IV. 5105 
or quite diſplay d to Worlds above, . 
| Nor quite on Earth conceaPd : 4 
I 2 wond'rous, unexhauſted Love, 

5 Y I To mortal Man reveald. 
4 Tc 


When Nature ſhall expire ; 
a \ hen Worlds, created by thy Nod, 
= Shall periſh by thy Fire. 


VI. 


. 
2 


A 


4 ny Name, JE RHOVAR, be ador'd 


1 | 
4 


1 


By creatures without End; 
1 WW hom none but Thy eſſential Word 


* 
* 


And Spirit comprehend. 


„ 


The RETIRED PATRIOT. 


NOUGH to Glory and his Country giv'n, 


he pious Hero now aſpires to Heav'n ; 
Gz- Quits 


(33) 


Quits tir eternal Round of /Noiſe and Care, 
And bids his Soul-for. calmer Joys-prepare. ' - 
A ſecond Scipio he from State retires z- 


His Breaſt the Love of ſimple Nature fires. 


Triumphant Greatneſs ! more illuſtrious. far 

Than all the Glories of victorious War. 

There the proud Mad- man boaſts i in hoſtile Blood, 
But here the peaceful Victor ſecks his Gov 3 3, 
Aſſerts imperial Reaſon” 8 noble Sway, 8 
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And teaches rebel | Paſſions to obey; þ 
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— of | 


Lord of himſelf, each Night the fage canf: ſay, 
Repoſe, my Soul, for 1 have liv'd to Day. 


Serene and calm amidſt the Storms of Flite, — 


- 
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He bids his Thoughts on Gon and Nature walt; ; 
The beauteous Fa ace of ſmiling Earth ſurveys, _ 
And, wrapt in Wonder, ſings his Maker's Praiſe. 
Each-verdant Plant, each fragrant Herb that grows, 
The great JE HOVAH'S, forming Wiſdom, ſhews: : 
How each bright St —— it's Species will produce 


unge 


Each Vein, h Fibre has i it's proper UR y - 
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. Vo chear the darkling Horrors of the rd 
5 . Fre magic Queen aſſerts her Sway below, : 
And makes rehiftant Waters ebb and flow. 


ba ud bids the patling Stream it's winding Courle 


EHOVAH paints the Plains with: various Hue, 


a the low Yale, exalts the Hill to View, 


— the er Kind, 
And their joint Beauties in the Sons we find. - 


N Pois'd the 3 Barth in An, * auchn ge * 7 
JEHOVAH gave the Sun his piercing Ray no WI 
2 glad dull Mortals, and to rule the Day; 5 
J ; To call each ſecret Seed from Nature's Womb, 


lsture the Birth, and ſwell the fragrant Bom 
4% * IErnovan lent the Moon her paler Light, 


— 


— 


SAP r H 0 Initated, 


ORE than Mortals bjeſ i vo 
hat * and logks, and ſits by thee, . 
541 * 
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(40) 


And hears thy Voice ſo ſoftly ſweet, 
Breathing Rapture, breathing Wit; ata 1 * 
And ſees the dimpb'd Smiles that bre 4 
Round thy ſoft withdrawing Cheek; | 
Whilſt on him thou rolb'ſt thy Eyes, 
And enjoy'ſt his tender Sighs : 

Do the Gods, in all their Bliſs, 

Taſte an Happineſs like this ? 


For me no ſooner I deſcry 
The leaſt Sparkle | of thine Eye, 


But thro* my Veins a tingling Flame 
T hrills, and runs thro” all. my Frame, 
While my floating Senſes rove 

In Dream of Bliſs, and Trance of 127 85 
in vain my fault'ring Tongue I try, - 
The Accents half come forth and Gr, 

J bear no more, no more I ſee, 
Impaſſion'd all, and all is thee ! ; 

I ſhiver now, and now. ſweat, 


My pulſe is high, my Heart on fret; 


P 
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o the tormented Lover's panting Heart; 


Car) 


hen panting pale, and breathleſs lying, 
? 8 Trembling, fainting, ſwooning, dying, 


P Pulſe is ſtop'd, my Spirits fail; 
And Life does in a Sigh exhale. 


The Lover's DREAM. 


Decipimur ſpecie recti. Hor. 


4 0 MNUS, thou God of the lethargic Pow'r, 


WT hou ſweet O'erſeer of the ſofter Hour, 


ho only can a ſpeedy Eaſe impart 


ho reſt allows the Stateſman's working Brain, 


l Fn N is Mind refreſhes of it's worldly Pain. 


{Since then to thee all Creatures owe their Ee 


ith Sleep to nouriſh, and with Dreams to a ; 
\ford an Hour to him whom 15 invades, 

ull him to Reſt, then throw him into Shades E 
With Swains there porting a and with lovely Maids. 


Somnus 


* 1 
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Somnus attentiye to a Lover's ele age 8 
Beguil'd my Sorrows, and compos d my Cores 7 
: A balmy Slumber feiz'd my reſtleſs Eyes, 
And a kind Dream thus fill'd me with e 520 
| Methought I wander'd over flow'ry Hills, 
"By Streams of Waters, and by tinkling Rills; ; 
Thro' ſhady Groves, Der verdamt, moſſy Fields, 
And all the ſweet Retreats that Nature yields. 
With Proſpects Pleas d. with rambling ſomewha 
*. my > L002 2 DAM Ot 
Raviſhd with Thongs, and whhs a Paſſion br, 
My Mind ſill wanted what. my Heart deſir'd. 175 
Reſtleſs, I wander'd, till, by Chance, was led | 
Nh. Near a great 0 O whoſe venerable Head 
Itfelf uprear d, and all beneath o erſpread; 
Near that a Stream, famous ſince Times of Old, 
er Rocks there haſten'd, 3 in Torrents rollꝰd; 
— with Rege, and wich! impetuous Sway, 
Nun in It's Cour, and thunders i in it 8 Way: "EE 
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( 43 ) 


ig a ſteep Brink the tim'rous Deer you ſee, 


f Pune to fear the Huntſman' 8 Treachery. 


bt 1 


hf *# L 
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"wy ere down I lay my weary Limbs to 2 \4 
* 0 1 e A and with Thoughts to 
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pleaſe. | 


THI 


. o, to my View, my ; Goddeſs did appear, 85 
Array'd in White, and innocently fair ; 5 
er Looks ſerene, all Beauty and Deſire, 


Jer Eyes 0 langvithing, ſo ald with Fi ire, 


bw 


ICP 


A Nature ſeem'd ſurpriz d, the trembling Deer 


admire. np” - 
Phe ſigh'd and ſmila, confeſvd I —— ſhou'd find 
Her Love was fal thful, and her Paſſion kind; 
The Pain ſo long I felt ſhe ſooh wou'd cure, 
And with a Kiſs wou'd make her Love _ - 
Such Extaſy of Joy then ſeiz'd, my Heart, | 
roſe to kiſs 2 bot a ſudden Start ; 8 

wak' d my Senſes, all thoſe Joys depart, 

00 ſoon, alas q I found] it was a Dream, 
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W H AT Legions of Fables, and whimſical 


Ev'n Truth now-a-days are too apt to ſuſpect : 


From believing too much, the right Faith we let | 


He droop'd, and laid him down to die. 


(44) ; 


A EPIGRAM. 


Tales, | 
Paſs current for Goſpel, where Prieſthood prevails ! 


Our Anceſtors thus were moſt ſtrangely deceiv d, 
What Stories and Nonſenſe for Truth they believ'd | 


But we, their wiſe Sons, who theſe F ables reject, 


7 


+7 84 
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fall, 


So now we believe, - troth nothing at all, 9 


The Sick LyoN, and the Ass. 9 


LY ON, ſank by Time's Decay, ö 
Too feeble grown to hunt his Prey, 3 0 


Obſerv'd his fatal Hour draw nigh, 
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There came, by Chance, a ſavage Boar, 
Who trembl'd oft to hear him roar ; 
But 


( 45) 


But when he ſaw him thus diſtreſs'd, 


ee tore and gor'd his royal Breaſt. 
* 4 A Bull came next, (ungen rous Foe) 


5 Rejoic'd to find him fall'n fo low, 
And with his horny-armed Head, 


He aim'd at once to ſtrike him dead; 
e ſtrikes, he wounds, and ſhocks in vain, 


The Lyon ſtill conceals his Pain. 


6 | 

At length, a baſe, inglorious Aſs, - 
BY ho ſaw ſo many Inſults paſs, 
Fame up, and kick'd him in the Side, 
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i He rouz'd, al thus he ſpoke, at length : 
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0 or 1 gave him Strength) 
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They 


(46) 


l̃uey dignify'd the Wounds they gave, - 


For none complain who feel the Brave. {3 
But You, —the loweſt of all Brutes, | 
How ill your Face with Courage ſuits ; 5 1 | 


What Dulneſs in thy Face un | 
Thy hanging Face, thy llouching Ears : L | 1 
I rather far (by Heav'n, tis true) N 
W Expire by chem, than live—by You! 8 | : tl, 
Wl | ST Kick from thee 1s double —— N ' : 
I curſe thee with my dying Breath. 748 b | 


The MORAL, = 


Rebukes are eaſy from our Betters, 
From Men of Quality and Letters; 


PWW 


But when low Dunces will affront; 18 . 
What Man alive can ſtand the Brunt, - — = 
"1 * | | — "Ip Pu 8 2 — 2 8 2 | 


25 CHLORTS: 


Of; LORIS, your Rigour was to blame, 
hay oy hath quell'd, and quench'd my oe : | 


(47 


our Anger hath my Heat allay'd, 


made : 
EET our. Pride hath eas'd me of my Pain, 


TY ou've free'd a Captive by too ſtrait a Chain. 


our Scorn hath cur'd the Wounds your Beauty 
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An SONY of en 


And ſpreads around the Light; 
4 The Stars in pallid Flames depart, 
Companions of the Night. 


hen Zephyr blows the placid Gale 
To vernal Flowers kind ; 
The ern Roſe his F Tiendſhip ons, 


And opens to the Wind. 


; , But if the furious South Wind roar, 
OO He Horror deals around; |” | 
WT he Flowers, torn up by the Roots, 
Lie ſcatter'd on the Ground, 


(48) 


Oftꝰ the ſmooth Sea in gentle Tides, 
Seems wantonly to play ; 
The painted Ship ſecurely rides, 
And makes the Proſpect gay. 


Oft', by a ſudden Storm of Wind, 
The Main's in Fury toſt; 
The Proſpect's chang' d, no Ships you ſee, 
For Men and Ships are loſt. 


By theſe Examples, Men, be warn'd, 
Nor truſt to Fortune's Guiles; 
By Nature all are prone to change, 


And Frowns ſucceed to Smiles. 
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VERSES preſented to her Royal Highneſs the 
Princeſs AMELIA, in her Way to Bath, 
1728, k 2 


A S the fond Mother ſends her eager Eyes 
O'er Rocks and Seas, and o'er the boundleſs Skies; 
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(49) 

1 F heds many a Tear, and breaths forth many a 
1 0 Pray' r, 

9 T i hen leaves the Infant to thi Almighty's Care 

. * rules the Storms, who high in Heav'n pre- 
WO cas, 

BV hoſe Eye v*erſces us, and whoſe Wiſdom guides : 


o we with ardent Vows his Power implore 


Jo calm our Sorrows, and thy Health reſtore. 

1 May the kind Stream a ſecond Life impart, - 
4 \ armth to thy Cheeks, and Spirit to thy Heart ; 
L ; ; ay gracious Heav'n to theſe our Pray'rs attend, 
I | * nd Angels on the healing Springs deſcend. 


The CXXXIXth PsALNM paraphraſed. 


H Dpreapr Jenovan ! thy all piercing Eyes 
43 | | xplore the Motions of this mortal Frame, 

YZ This Tenement of Duſt. Thy ſtretching Sight 
ö 1 urveys th* harmonious Principles, that move 
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In beauteous Rank and Order, to inform 
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The firſt Materials of unfathom'd Thought, 


(30) 


This Caſk, and animated Maſs of Clay. 
Nor are the Proſpects of thy wond'rous Sight 
To this terreſtrial Part of Man copfin'd ; 


But ſhoot into his Soul, and there diſcern 


Yet dim and undigeſted till the Mind, 

Big with the tender Images,, expands, 

And ſwelling labours with th' ideal Birth. 
Where'er I move, thy Cares purſue my Feet 
Attendant, when I drink the Dews of Sleep, 
Stretch'd on my downy Bed, and there enjoy 
A ſweet Forgetfulneſs of all my Toils, 

Unſeen, thy ſov'reign Preſence guards my Sleep, 
Wafts all the Terrors of my Dreams away, 


Sooths all my Soul, and ſoftens my Repoſe. 


Before Conception can employ the Tongue; 
And mould the ductile Images to ſound, 
Before Imagination ſtands diſplay'd, 


Thine Eye the future Eloquence can read, 


.(5r) 


q | ret unarray'd with Speech. Tou micnTy Lonx b! 
Has moulded Man from his congenial Duſt, 
And ſpoke him into Being; while the Clay 


3 thy forming Hand, leap'd forth, inſpir'd, 
8 1. na ſtarted into Life: Thrœ ev'ry Part, 


*erſets and founders in a the yaſ "TY 


1 Y Then whither ſhall the rapid Fancy run, 

A "1 hoꝰ in it's full Career, to ſpeed my Flight 

$ F rom thy unbounded Preſence ? ? Which, alone, 
921 ills all the Regions, and extended Space 


| $cyond the Bounds of N ature ! whither, Los D, 


Pall my unrein'd Imagination rove, 


0 leave behind thy Spirit, and outfly 


t's Influence, which, with brooding Wings, out- 


ſ es, 


D 2 Hatch'd 
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Down to the gloomy Manſions of the Damn'd, 


( 52) 


Hatch'd unfledg'd Nature from the dark Profound? | H 
If mounted on my tow'ring Thoughts, I climb 4 
Into the Heav'n of Heav' ns; I there behold 
The Blaze of thy unclouded Majeſty ! 


In the Empyrean, thee, I view, | Þ 
High thron'd, above all Height, thy radiant Shrine, 3 4 
Throng'd with the proſtrate Seraphs, who receive Y 
Beatitude paſt Utterance ! if I plunge 


I find thee there, and read thee in the Scenes 
Of complicated Wrath : I ſee thee clad = 
In all the Majeſty of Darkneſs there. 1 


If on the ruddy Morning's purple Wings mm 


Upborn, with indefatigable Courſe, 
I ſeek the 1 4 5 Borders of the Eaſt, 4 # 


With his firſt Glories gilds the ſparkling Seas, | 
And trembles o'er the Waves; ev'n there thy H _ % : 


Shall, thro' the wat'ry Deſart, guide thy Courſe, WW 
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And ofer the broken Surges pave thy Way, 
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hie on the dreadful Whirls I hang ſecure, 

4 þ And mock the warring Ocean. If, with 3 
s fond as falſe, the Darkneſs I expect 

1 3 f 


|: ; To hide, and wrap me in it's mantling Shade, 
| Vain were the Thought; for thy unbounded Ken 
| darts thro? the thick'n ning Gloom, and pries thro? all 
5 1 he palpable Obſcure. Before thy Eyes, 

rhe vanquift'd Night throws off her duſky Shrowd, 


* f ö And kindles | into ny The Shade and Light 


4 | 1 | pendent, lock'd within the ſilent Womb, 

F a L lay; and rip'ning to my Birth : - , | 
3 i Fer, Lox D! thy outſtretch's Arm preſerv'd me 
Fi I mov'd to "FE FRE trod 

Fe Verge of Being. To thy hallow' d Name 

n pay due Honours: For thy mighty Hand 

Built this corporeal F. Abric. when i it lad 

D 5 The 


all 


(54) 


The Ground-work of Exiſtence. Hence I read 
The Wonders of thy Art. This Frame 1 view : 
With Terror and Delight, and wrapt in both, 
I ſtartle at myſelf. My Bones, unform'd 


As yet, nor hard'ning from the viſcous Parts, 

But blended with ay unanimated Mas, | 

Thy Eye diſtinetly view'd, and Wbile 1lay 
Within the Earth, imperfect, nor Perceiv d 

The fir faint Dawn of Life, with Eaſe ur ey d 
The viral Glimnrings of the active Seed 

Juſt binn to 3 nd bid 

My Subſtance ſcatce material. In thy Book 
Was the fair Model of this Structure drawn, 
Where ev'ry Part in juſt Connection join d. 
Compos d, and perfected th harmonious Piece; 
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| Fer the dim Speck of being learn'd to Rretch 
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It's ductile Form, or Entity had known 
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To — wanton in an ample Space. 


1 | 


How har, how rooted | in my inmoſt Soul, 


Are all thy Counſels, and, the various ky 


5 (35) 

7 1 

'J 9 FD 
© Df thy eternal Providence ! the Sun, 
I 1 


1 0 Fo boundleſs and imeenſs; it leaves behind 
# 1 


he low Account of Numbers, and outflies 


LA 


Zan that Imagination e' er conceiv'd | 
. num'rous all the Sands that croud the Shores, 
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4 rom my ſoft Bed, and ſofter Joys of Sleep, 
F 1 ice to thee. Let lo! the Impious 5 


| KWude the Vengeance of thy wrathful Hand, 

a nd mock thy ling' ring 7 bunder, which wich. bolds 
s forked Terrors from their guilty H eads | ? 

Thou great TREMENDOUS Gop ! avaunt, and fly 
ll ye, who thirſt for Blood—for, ſwoln wich Pride, 
: = haughty Wretch blaſphemes thy facred Name, 
F 4 bellows his Reproaches, to affront | 
4 Thy glorious Majeſty. Thy F oes I hate 


"> y orſe than my own ; oh Lacs! — 15 my Soul, 


e a Flaw or Stain of Sin inſects 

Wy guilty Thoughts. Then lead me in the Way 
3 hat guides my Feet to thy own Heav'n and thee. 
* D 4 A POEM 
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A POEM, WOT by ſeeing extempore Ve | | 4 
by ſeveral Hands, on parting with Mr. B— | 
4 , 
ITH ardent Wiſh, and Heart ſincere, 
To thi Delian God I made my Pray'r, 
To ſhed his Influence o'er my Lays, 
While I ſhou'd ſing the Landlord's Praiſe, 
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What Impudence, the God reply'd, 
Still to perfiſt when I've deny'd ; 
How oft' did you my Aid implore 
To ſing the Praiſes of Donors ; 
Where Proſpects wonderfully vie, 


Fancy to raiſe or charm the Eye, 
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Where ev*ry Beauty, ev'ry Grace 


Unite to form * Galivia's Face; 
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In whom the Virtues all combin'd, 


Shew innate Worth, and gen'rous Mind, 
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Remember | WW 
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* Mrs, Nygent, of Donorg. 


(.57 ) 


Remember your Attempt in Metre, 
o celebrate the Birth of * Peter. 
Wand tho* I have deny'd my Aid 

j F o ev'ry raſh Artempt you've made z 


Let now you want Aſſiſtance giv'n, 


o fing the Praiſes of Glaſſnev's : ; 
1 Por know his noble Soul diſdains 

Puch Thanks, as flow from your dull Strains. 

F FAcknowledge, that your mean Abilities, 

ö : 4 1 ant Words t' expreſs his great Civilities; 

1 + hat you've no Merit to deſerve em, 

9 4 But only wiſh that you cou'd ſerve him : ' 

1 9 8 7 nd hope, as Chriſtmas now is near, 

N o be Partaker of his Cheer 

And drink his Health in Brifol Beer. 
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Attempt no more in your vile Song, 


> « HT # n 
" of 


= GAY 
2 F 
YE Os "Weg 
J | 
"©. . 
= FA 
bs 4 


— 
* 


To you ſuch Eſſays don't belong. 


(58) 
The FoLLY of ArHEISM. 


HV weak the Atheiſt's Arguments, how odd, 
Who to be happy firſt denies a Gop : 

Then, with too little Faith Truth to believe, 
Can ſhew too much an Error to conceive ; 
So inconſiſtent, and his F olly ſuch, | 


He truſts too little, while he truſts too much. 
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A Foe profeſs d to Gop ArMfonrv's Laws, 
Yet a blind Bigot in the Devil 2 Cauſe. 


He, free from thinking, hopes to gain fore Light, 
Thinks free on ey'ry Subject, but the right; | | 
A Hint there is a Con. raiſes a Doubt, 5 
And Prejudice puts weaker Reaſon _ 

| of Reaſon proud, by Paſſion rul'd alone, : 


Becauſe he'd have no Gon, concludes chere $ none. % 
Thinks Chance with blind Effect nice Order brings, 9 N 0 
And Harmony from wild Confuſion ſprings ; Wot 


Springs of itſelf — for all {| denn _ 


And the created are Creators 1 too J 
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Then Immortality he'll diſbelieve, 

b et ſtarts to think he cannot always live; 

ö | * Þreading it true, a future State denies, 

F 75 And while he laughs at Death, with Fear he "OY 

; 1 deſpairing, launches to ſome future State, 


Wecpents his Folly, but repents too late. 


To Mrs. B- — with a Prayer-Book. ; 


_ 


HE greateſt Comfort, and the greateſt Bliſs, © 


to have Children ne'er to do amiſs 1 


ZTFovu're bleſt in your's, then give me leave to ſend 
Po one of them this Prefer, as a Friend; 


8 he Gift, tho? ſmall, may Happineſs maintain, 


The Seventh Ode of -ANACREON;  - 


OVE, arm'd with kyacinthine Wand, 


o me reluctant gave Command, 
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With him unequal Race to try, 

As thro? ſwift Streams, thro' Woods we fly. 
O'er craggy Hills and Vales profound 

A lurking Viper fix d a Wound. 

My Soul on Wing affrighted roſe, 

And flutter'd at my Mouth and Noſe ; 

Pd ſurely. dy'd upon the Place, 

But fanning with ſoft Wings my Face, 
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Love cry'd, Since now my Pow'r you prove, 


* 4 O 
VB 


3 


Dare you ſtill ſay, you cannot love. 


By a | GENTLEMAN, on his Ranovery from « * 
Fever, 


we 
T Midnight, when the Fever rag'd, 
(By Phyfic's Art ſtill unaſſuag d) 
And tortur'd me with Pain : 
When moſt it ſcorch d, my aching Head, 
Like ſulph'rous Fire, or liquid Lead, 
And hiſs'd thro? ev'ry Vein. 


4 AS 
\ * 
1 * 

_. 
—_ 

„ 7 4 % 
_ x 2 
4 % ax 

* 1 
p * 

* 


( 61 ) 


II. 


III. 
chought 'twas hard, in youthful Age, 


9 o quit this fine delightful Stage, 


No more to view the Day; 


ſocial Converſe with a Friend, 

Ingenious, learn'd, and gay. 
IV. 

4 ? o more in curious Books to read 

4 4 he Wiſdom of th' illuſtrious Dead; 

| ; I All that is dear to leave, 

q ; N elations, Friends, and Mira too, 

3 ithout one Kiſs, one dear Adieu, 


To moulder in the Grave. a; 
Incircled 
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V. 
Incircled with congenial Clay, 
To Worms and creeping Things a Prey, 
To waſte, diſſolve, and rot; 
To lie wrapp'd cold within a Shroud, 
Mingled amongſt the vileſt Crowd, 
Unnoted, and forgot. 
VI. 
Oh Horror ! by this Train of Thought, 
My Mind was to Diſtraction brought, 
Impoſſible to tell: 


The Fever rag' d ſtill more without, 
Whilſt dark Deſpair, and diſmal Doubt, 
Made all within me Hell. 


VII. 


At length with grave, yet chearful Air, 
Repentance came, ſerenely fair, 
As Summer's Evening Sun: 
At Sight of whom extatic Joy, 
Did all that horrid Scene deſtroy, 


And every Fear. was gone. 
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VIII. 


IF I heard their Joy expreſs'd. 

F , 15 there be Muſic in the Spheres, 

1 hat Muſic ſtruck my raviſb d Ears, 
And charm'd my Soul to reſt. 


From Q. CaruLLus. 


Y Heart has play'd me Slip to-Day, 


3 And't ſtrangely fills my Head, 
. Erba, as tis us'd to run away, 

3 "Tis to Belinda fled. 

es, he is fled, my Wanderer, 

7 Of Beauty's Fort poſleſt, 


perhaps now chides my idle Care 
From her relenting Breaſt. 


| 


But 


664) 


But what if 1 in Charge ſhou'd give 
Her not to entertain, 
But rate my wanton Fugitive, 


And ſend him Home again ? 


Wou'd ſhe her Captive thus forego, 
And loſe my little Sinner ; 
And not expect a Kiſs or two 


For ſo much Grace, ſhould win her? 


But then if ſhe myſelf ſhou'd nooze ! 
And there is Room to fear : 
To ſtay or go is hard to chuſe, 


* 


Venus, your Counſel here ! 


4 $ ON 6. 


O the long-abſent Winter Sun, 
When of the Cold we moſt complain, 
Comes ſlow, but ſwift away does run, 


Juſt ſhews the Day, and ſets again. 
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Po the prime Beauty of the Spring, 

| The Virgin Lilly charms our Eyes ; ; 
| L No ſooner blown, but the gay Thing 

© Steals from th Admirer s Sight, and dies. 


1 he gaudy Sweet o' th' infant Year, 

WY That cavith boch che Smell and View, 
4 1 do thus deceitfully appear, 

7 And fade as ſoon as ſmelt unto. 


Than untouch'd Lillies, chaſte 25 thoſe z 
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Welcome as Suns in Winter are, 
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And ſweeter than the blowing Roſe. - 


Ah! 
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Ah! Tyrapt Beanty ! do-you thus 
Increaſe our Joys to make*em leſs? 

And do you only ſhew to us „ 
An Heav'n, without Deſign to bleſs ? 
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This was unmercifully kind, 
And all our Blifs too dear has coſt, 
For is it not an Hell to find, 
We had a Paradiſe that's loſt. 


To an IMPERIOUs BEAUTY. 


Nimium ne crede colori. 


O paint the various Charms of various Fair, | < * 
1 1 
To trace cheir Movements, F eatures, Shape, . 


The variegated Beauties to define, 


And make the Scene in proper Luſtre ſhine : 
To gen'ral Pens, ſuch gen'ral Themes belong, 
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I ſing to One, O Judge V approve my Song. 
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3 Pot flow the Lines, that ſo much Softneſs greet, 
3 | JS be the Numbers, as the Subject's ſweet. 

1 r And you, indulgent Maid, my Lay attend | 

1 Forgive the mild Inſtructor in the Friend; 
Who gently as your Charms he ſets in View, 
Muſt touch your little Imperfections too; 

4 R four Blemiſhes, like Spots, in Beds of Snow, 


ircl'd with Whiteneſs, more confoicuous grow. 


of I've beheld the beauteous op'ning Flowr, 
, [ It's Sweets enamell'd by the genial Show'r) _ 
1 g fs bluſhing Folds in all it's Pride diſplay, 5 

| | nd all it's painted Leaves unfurl to May A 
nic d Glory raiſe it's lovely Head, 


. . emblematick of the lovely Maid. 2 2 
"1 <S© you, by Nature's Hand completely form” d, 

4 Vith all it's Power to give Perfection arm d. 

1 » Tith all it's blended Symmetry complete, 

4 all the Pride of finiſh'd Luſtre great ; 

| ore num'rous Sweets ten thouſand Ways diſcloſe, 


"7 
= 


Nen thouſand Beauties, ev'ry Beauty ſhews ; 
0-8 | 


E 2 Myriads 
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Myriads of Charms in ev'ry Charm appear, 
And ſtill more Myriads undiſcover'd are: 
So Glaſſes multiply reflected Things, 

So here Perfection from Perfection ſprings. 


Thus fully finiſh'd (oh forgive my Care, 
Forgive th en Friend, my fav'rite Fair) 
What envious Fiend 2 Or, was't ſome God more 

kind? 
(Th' Ills foreſeen to human Race deſign'd) 
In Pity to prevent th'impending Fate, 
(What mighty Pains muſt ſuch a Face create ?) 
And ſtop th' Effect of univerſal Sway, 
Join'd to ſo fine a Face, ſo dire Allay ! 
How does that ſupercilious Air invade 
The Conqueſt, ſo much Beauty might have made ? 
How fatally does Pride thoſe Charms deſtroy ? 
Againſt yourſelf, yourſelf you ſtill employ. - 


669) 


So Vipers nouriſi in theniſelves their Fatt, 
Deſtroy'd by what'they did themſelves create; 
So you, deſigning Ruin, Safety give, — — 
Your Eyes can kill, your Pride permits to live. 
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The Conch 's Puebla to — e 
Es: *. a New Al manack. 


ER Leaſe expires, the — Tenant 
Acknowledges himſelf dependant, 
Engages Friends, that they may ſue all 
The Landlord * a freſh Renewal. 


Thus you, my — by whoſe Leaſe 
count how ey*ry Year doth paſs, 
Are likely nat ta find me mute, 8 
Except you grant my humble Suit . 
Your yearly Leaſe tells my Divinity, 
Each Sunday's Collect after Trinity: 
But tho* it now directs in Advent, 
Let will not anſwer for next bad Lent. 
E. . a When 
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When I'm engag'd to ſpend a boon Night, 

By it I'm told, when dark, when Moon Light? 
If minded to inſpect a Fair, 

I know the Day by looking there: 
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With little Trouble I may pick it ; 
From Hundreds five, per Cent. take ten, 
That * Watſon tells, without a Pen. 5 


Oft' have I ſeen a Country Fellow, _ . 44 f 
With drinking Whiſkey quite grown, mellow, $5 
Whoſe feeble Legs cou'd ſcarce ſupport b 

His Weight, from tumbling in the Dirt; 
Yet he, Riſa wort hoi Würd ride, 
And trot, and of Rom Side to Side, 
Pickeer his Horſe, and if he fell, 
| Remount, and thought that he rode well. 
Drunk with Conceit, thus 1 pretend : 
My incoherent Thoughts to hes * q 
ä A | 


i 


* 2 « _ 


* JVatſon's Almanack, 


0.723) 


And while I ſcarce can Write plain Proſe, 

In Verſe my Folly thus expoſe ;.. 1 
Write Similes, and rhyming b, 
Think I cou'd ride on PEœ Asus. 
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A RURAL ODE, 
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HEN Aue gilds che Moming 
With a ſweet delightful Ray Z 
Blooming Flow'rs the Fields "ACID 


In the 1 — of _ 


ö 0 315 IK, 
2d 113 HE Dun AY | "60 45 
Then how pleaſant and contented, 
| ET JUTE WW © ' 1 027 
Lives the lowly Country cn 
id e! Nee 


In the Valley, unſrequented 
By the Knaves who ond the Town. 


. 0 9 * : . | 
: cinen Wg O n:! 1 Wich 
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('72/) 
* "of 
With the early Lark awaking, | 


He enjoys the chearful Day; ; 

Labour ev'ry Hour partaking, 
Whiſtling Thought and Care away. 

| do JWSUIT 
Nature all his Toll befriending, 

Of her Toons he's Poſſeſs d; 
Health and Peace his Life artending ; 

Is the Monarch half 6 fo leſt ? 


$!* 


"a v. 


1 # * 6 
%$ To macs goings $0, 


7 


Birds his lit ning Ear enchanting 
Verdant Hills and Dates his Sight; 


1935; "If" 


Nothing to his Senſe i is wanting, 


* & 
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Which can give him t true Delight, 


Love, with Innocence combining, 
His unſettled Heart alarms ; 
Like the Flow'rs in Garlands twining, 


Sweetly various in it's Charms. 


- L44 4 
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VII. 

Happy Clown ! wh6 thus poſſeſſ es 
Pleaſure, unalloy'd with Strife 3 a 

Wiſdom nothing more careſſs 

T han the humble Vale of Life, 


vu. 
Riches Knaves delight in gaining, 
Grandeur is by Fools admir'd: 
All that wiſe Men with obtaining, 


Is to live and die retir d. 


"On INFIDELITY. 


it. 


THEN Tnfidelity u. unmaſk'd. appears, . 

Nor = herſelf the ugly F orm ſhe wears; 
When Sacred N. rit is made the Scoffer's Theme; A 
And Smartlings think it witty to blaſphere bc! 
When, Prophecies are ſaid to fail their Day, 
And their Ferns allegoriz d away z. | 


( 74 J 


When Truth is bully'd from her antient Seat, 
And Miracles reſoly'd into a a Cheat: 8 

What modeſt Muſe, ev. n in pats! 8 spite, 0 
Wou d not now pluck a Quill, and dare to mie 2 
Oh! cord I pierce like Topo ; ſharp Style, 

Or wound, like courtly Horace with a Smile; 5 
Thofe modern Arts I wou'd expoſe to View, 
And fhew what ſome gegen rate Minds purſue: : | 
To pluck up all Religion by the Root, 

And level Man with the untbinking Brute, J 

To baniſh ſacred Virtze from our Coaſt, 

And (their laſt Effort) Kill Aſftræa's Gboft ;. - 
That lawleſs Power, might authorize the Will, 
And Sen Appetite enjoy her Fill. 

Have not theſe Principles debauch'd the Land?? f 
Have they not put a Sword in Mürd'rer-s Hand? o 
And ſent Deſpair? dite Harbinger ! before, 

To fool the Rich, and tytatinize the Poor? 

Hence, Villainies' ot each Degree have flow'd, 
Aud ev'ry Day been kalentar'd with Blood: 
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Thus J fell, thus fell the wretched Pair, 
That knew not their own ſinleſs Babe to ſpare. 
And do the Authors of theſe Miſchiefs live? 
Can Mercy, be it infinite, forgive? 

Forgive, it cannot, tho' a while it may, 

Forbear, and to Repentance grant 1 Day ; 

Tho patient Juſtice be a while implar'd, 

To ſtay the Fall of her uplifted Sword; 
Vengeance will come, as ſure as Death will come, 
And fix their ſad unalterable Doom, 

To this we leave them, and, with Chriſtian Care, 
Give the juſt Alms of Pity and of Pray'r ; 

But let Pope's Numbers check theſe haughty Foes, 
Or honeſt Hooker in his nervous Proſe. 
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0G DON . 
8 INING Heaps of maſly Plate, 
All the Gewgaws Men preter, 
Gilded Roofs, and Beds of State, 
Cannot real Wealth confer, 
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If he poſſeſs what Nature crave, 
Is, in Truth, as rich as he. 


Join a Wife and Byys to this, 
Whoſe infant Leapings ſhake the « Floor, = 

Lord of fo much ſolid Blis, 
Kings themſelves to him were | poor. = { 


While Wealth abroad we feck to find, 


a Eager in With, in vain Intent, 
The Treafure lies within our Mind. 
And he's moſt rich, who's moſt content. 


walls 


* 9 * — 


4 RIDDLE. 


ORC' D "21 my 1 bo s Side, 
(Whoſe chief Support, and bat P Pride 
In her united Offspring were, 

Though none &er liv'd with her a Tear) 


(27) 


Torn from her e' er I cou'd complain, 
Or in fond Words expreſs my Pain: 

A ſilent Priſoner long I lay, 

And wept my Moiſture all away; 

Till Time, which brings to ſome Relief, 
Brought new Additions to my Grief: 
The Steel muſt needs correct each Feature, 
(Thus Faſhion often alters Nature) 
My Body lopp'd in piteous Wile, 

Is now curtail'd to Half it's Size: 

The Hairs too from my Head are torn, 
And, leſt theſe Torments might be born, 
I'm loaded with the Tyrant's Scorn. 

He lit my Tongue, and in the Wound 
The blackeſt Poiſon cou'd be found 
Infus'd : Then led me to thoſe Fair, 
Whom Fate had plac'd beneath his Care; 
That whenſoe'er I f. peak my Wrong, 


Or ſpit the Venom of my Tongue, 
Ic 


(73) 
It on their ſnowy Skins may light, 
(As my fond Mother's Boſom white) 
Till thus infected they become 


A Nuifance to the Tyrant's Home ; 


And therefore ſoon are baniſh'd hence, 

Some ſpeedy Errand the Pretence ; 

And oft, too oft! devoid of Shame, 

He ſends them forth the public Theme ; 

Expos'd to Slander and Diſgrace, 
Nor Mercy find they, nor ev'n Peace, 

Till newer Objects take their Place. 


Yet happy them ! who thus are free, 
Whate'er their future Succeſs be. 
And, wretched me! doom'd to fulfil, 
While I ſubſiſt, the Tyrant's Will : 
My Hope and Comfort's this alone, 
That by theſe Marks we may be known. 


On 


(79 


On a beautiful Voux Lapy, that married a 1 
Foc: ©, 14 


HEN mutual Souls to wed agree, 
Wou'd Parents give Conſent; 
How bleſt a State wou'd Marriage be! 1 


How few the State repent ! hy 


But now corrupted is the State, - 
Behold each wedded Pair 
One takes the Woman that he hates, 


Becauſe he wants an Heir. 


The Idol Plutus ſome behold, 
With awful Eye alone; 
Wrap Hymen's nauſeous Pill in Gold, 
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5 They'll gulp it glibly down. 


By ſofter Duty ſome are led, | 
Ill-Nature prompts another; 


To pleaſe her Parent, Mira weds 


* Her Spouſe, to vex his Mother. 


Since 


(80) © 4 


Since, lovely Bride, thy injur'd Soul, 
So ill is doom'd to fix „ 

Think — tho thou' rt coupl'd to a Fool, 
= He keaps his Coach and Six, 


Night dark and gloomy doth appear, 
Till Luna deigns to ſhine ; 
So may thy gloomy Knight grow clear, 


Beneath thy Smiles divine. 


a 
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ComPLAINT fo Dok IN DA. 


INC E, my Dorinda! firſt I ſaw your Eyes, 
I feel, I know not what of ſoft Surprize 
Play round my Heart, and gently move my Breaſt, 
Till now unmov'd, unknowing ought but Reſt. 
I ne'er yet felt devouring Grief, or Care; 
Nor yet knew Diſcontent, Diſdain, Deſpair ! 
No Paſſion yet my Boſom ever felt; 
I flew from Love, but now for Love I melt! 
For 


( $1 ) 


For, who can ſee your Form, ſo fair, ſo bright? 
Where all the Charms of hoarded Love unite ; 

Who can behold the Beauties of your Face? 
Your lovely Eyes, your Lips, your ev'ry Grace, if 
And, Hermit-like, be ſenſeleſs at the Sight ? 


Feel no Emotion, nor confeſs Delight ? 


Oh none !—nor none can love Dorinda as I do! 
I ſigh, 1 pine, I weep, I bleed for you! 

Then be not cruel, as your Form is fair, 

Nor ſcorn. to liſten to my gentle Pray”r : | 

You've ſtole my Heart, my Soul, my All-away, 
And o'er my Wiſhes bear unrivall'd Sway! 

And can you then your humbleſt Slave diſdain? 
Still hear me Sigh, and let me ſigh in vain? 
Behold the Conqueſt which your Eyes have made, 
Muſt 1 deſpair, and you deny your Aid ? 

I know too well the Hopes, the Doubts, the Fears! 
1 am no Stranger to a Lover's Cares 

I wiſh unceaſing, and unceaſing pray 

All Night am reſtleſs ! Comfortleſs all Day ! 


Vol. II, F Eaſe 
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Faſe then my Pains, nor longer let me grieve ; 
Oh frowti no more! for by your Smiles I live. 
If not your Love, at leaft, your Pity's due ! 
For all I know of Love feel for you! N 

Oh had I Art to touch D#rinda's Soul, 


As you have Power Oer thouſands to coritroul ! | 

Soon wou'd I bend your uncomplying Heart, 

And make you wiſh for Joys, you will not now i im- 
part! f er 1241 391 141 

Then, then, intranc'd, we'd live a Life . 


I your's Hone, as you wou'd all be m ns! 0 


[1 
7 
. 


To the Revd. Nrn. — on bis wining Sea- 
W 4 ater. 


. 


E THINKS, dear * J ſee thee ſtand demure 
Cloſe by old Ocean's Side, with Arms erect, 


Gulping the Brine; and, with gigantie Quaff, 
Pledge the proud Whale, and from ten thouſand 
Spribgs'irogitn da 24 fl. 


Dilute the Hip, Concomitant unkind ! 
For 
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For thee, th*Zuphrates, from her ſpicy Banks, 
Conveys her healing Stream: For thee the Caſpian 
Philters his Balſam ; while the fragrant Nile 
Tinges with balmy Dew the greeting Seas, | 
Conſcious of thee; whoſe ung Pyramids 


Wou'd pride to lodge thy conſecrated Urn. 


For thee, the ſage Batavian, from his Stern 1 
With Face diſtorted, and convullive Grin, ; 
Diſgorges eaſtern Gums, in Bowels pent, 

And ſtreaks the Surge with ſalutary Hue. 


For thee, the Thames, impregnated with Steam 
Mercurial, wafts her complicated ] Doſe 
From recking Vaults, full copiouſly fupply'd 
By Bums venereal, ruefully diſcharg'd 
By Ward's myſterious Drop, or x magic pill. 


Tx | Atvion 
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ArBton 70 IE RNE, 1745. 


GISTER, you often have complain'd, 
That your Wealth by me was drain'd ; 
Thoſe Wailings now, at length, give o'er, 


When ST, AN HOPE treads upon thy Shore. 


To the true Genius, rich and rare, 
What earthly T reafure can compare ? 
Then think from me what Wealth you gain, 


"Tis Albion that ſhou'd now r complain. | 


G 4 


As 1 in my Senate he aroſe, 
Succeſsful or my venal Foes, 
Where he ſo well ſuſtain'd my Part 
With ev 'ry Greek and 2 Roman Art; ; 


* 
1 } * » p I 4 #1 


So in thy Cauſe, a as es in mine, 
The Patriot Genius now ſhall ſhine. 8 
Then from thy Griefs thy Soul unbend, 


Henceforth my STANHOPE is thy Friend; | 1 


41891 4 # df & 


Yet ſhall I not at this repine, 


1 
311 


His Zeal for me has made him thine. 
Ie RN E' 
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IE RNE'CS Anſwer t AL BTOx. 


CISTER, I ſometimes have complain'd, 
That all my Wealth by you is drain'd, 
And you, as elder Siſters do, 

Have only flounc'd, and look'd aſkew ; 
But, if you with my C hildren fed, 

Your * ſhou'd not eat all the Bread. 


You bid me now repine no more, 


For STANHoPE treads upon my Shore, 
Is he a God to ſink or ſave ? 


Or muſt I act the fawning Slave? 

He lands, and ſtraight you Incenſe bring, 
But I muſt ſee before I ſing. 

Yau praiſe his Voice in Senates heard, 

I think the more he's to be fear'd, 


Your Roman and your Grecian Arts, 


Are oft but Snares to catch our Hearts, 


| I know his Genius ſhone from far, 
Perhaps 'tis but a radiant Star. n | 
F 3 And 
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And what are Stars to hungry Swains? 
Tis ſolar Heat rewards their Pains. 
The Patriot & pirit all revere, 

But how will that affect us here? 

A Serjeant lov'd by all his Corps, 


When once a Colonel*s lov'd no more. 


But if your CHESTERFIELD appears, 
Reſolv'd to dry Hibernia's Tears; 
Not merely ſent to ride in State, 
To ſcheme a Tax, or give a Treat, 
But gently to unbind our Hands, 
Or bid us trade to foreign Lands; 
To put Hibernian Garments on, 
And bid French Fopperies begone. 
To make our fainting Artiſts ſmile, 
And live the Guardian of our Iſle: 
STANHOPE mult do, what few have done, 
Muſt make our ſep rate Intereſt one. 
Then ſhall my Harp, and Bards i in Chair, | 
Sing cuksrrxrixro, the Land's Deſire. 


Ho. 


8 (87) 


Hok, Book III. — ; 


OR Shame, leave off thy any rous Trade, 


Nor ſtrive to prove a ſecond Maid ; 


Not Patch, nor Paint, nor al your Arts, ; 
Can captivate the Youngſters Hearts | 
Then why do you ſigh, or wiſh it dark, 
Frequent the Play-Houſe, and the Park; 
Or, with your wither'd Cheeks, appear, 
Amongſt ſo many Moons a Star? 
When Chloris, after all, you'll be t | 
An old Coquet of threeſcore three, * "0M 
Phillis indeed may take the Air, 1 
Or to St. James's Shades repair "MN 
In her the blooming Graces ſhine, 
And ev'ry Bluſh appears divinqqm 
Venus herſelf attends unſeen, 2 
Whene'er ſhe trips it o'er the Green; 1 „ 364 
Such Sports to youthful Nymphs belong, 
And all the junior Choir become; 

F 4 But 
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But ah! old Mother, fie on the, 
Thou wither'd Wretch, of Sixty-three! 
To Phillis all theſe Sports reſign, 

The Mall, the Park, the bluſhing Wine. 
Take Warning now, and reach no higher ; 


Go ſeek a Rug, and court the Fire, 


And caſt aſide the am' rous Lyre. 


8 a 


— 


An ODE 70 BRITONS. 


BR ITONS, once ſo fam'd in Story, 
From this Sleep of Dulneſs ſtart ! 
Warm'd with gen'rous Thirſt of Glory, 


Rouzę to Virtue ! — wake to Art 


Let your Father's Fame invite ye! 
To thoſe Paths they trod to Praiſe, 
Let their glorious Deeds delight ye! 
And juſt Emulation raiſe, 


So, 


(89) 


So, by Albion ſtill afforded, 
Shall ſucceſfive Worthies riſe ; 
Unto future Times recorded, 


Learned, pious, brave, and wiſe. 


So ſhall Ages, ſtill refining, 
Feel each Muſe's ſacred Fire 

And new Sacchariſſas ſhining, 
Future Wallers ſhall inſpire. 


In Praiſe of VIRTUE, 


EGIN, my Muſe, with kindly Lays, 
And tune thy Voice in Virtue's Praiſe ; 
Let all thy Numbers ſweetly roll, 
To fill with Virtue ev*ry Soul: 
Virtue ! the Darling of my Song, 
Virtue ! to which alone belong, 
Such gentle, peaceful, happy Reſt, 
As ſooths dull Cares, and charms each Breaſt, 


* Virtue 
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Virtue has ſuch a Shape and Mien, 
That, cou'd ſhe by Mankind be ſeen, 


The guilty World wou'd ceaſe t'adore 


Dann d Vice, and doat on her no more. 


No anxious Doubts, or painful Fears, 
No dire Diſtruſts, or wrecking Cares, 
Diſturbs the happy female Heart, | 
While Virtue guards, and takes her Part: 
"Tis that that makes them brightly ſhine, 
And renders all their Joys divine : 

*Tis conſtant Virtue's only charms, 
That crowns the cong'ring Hero's Arms ; 
And makes the tender Lover bleſs'd, 
When of fair Virtue he's poſſeſs'd. 

Bright Virtue, like a glorious Star, 
Exerts it's Luſtre from afar ; 

And, with it's bright, conſpicuous Rays, 
It's matchleſs Worth to all diſplays, | 
And meets from all a juſt Regard, py 


For Virtue is it's own Reward: 


. 
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(91) 
The AcME of CATULLUS imitated. 


IFE of my Life (gently his Head reclin'd 
On Acme's Breaſt, that Emblem of her Mind) : 
Life of my Life, ſaid T; byrfis, may I be 
Thus ever bleſt, and ever thus with thee, 
Till envious Death finiſh our haſty Doom, 
And gently lay us in one filent Tomb. 


Satiety the Ignorant may preach, 
| I to frail Man will better Doctrine teach; 

By fair Example to his Senſes ſhew, 

A Bliſs that will not tire may be below. 

In one chaſte Woman, the ambitious Mind, 
A typal Joy of that above may find, 
Sooth all his Sorrows, all his Joys enlarge ; 
The wiſe Creator's firſt Deſign and Charge. 


Thou-beſt-lov'd Man, the lovely Fair reply'd, 
If &er ſo bleſt I am to be thy Bride, 


= (And Heav'n, who knows the Heart, can witneſs | 
; this, 

On Earth J have no Wiſh of greater Bliſs) _ 

1 To 
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To recompence the Pain endur'd for me, 
The Aim and Burthen of my Soul ſhall be; 
If &er thy Will think fit to warp from mine, 
Mine I'll correct, in Hope to ſtraiten thine. 
Thus.ſoft and pliant our Deſires ſhall meet, 
And Life's moſt bitter Cups be thus made ſweet, 
My parting Soul ſhall thine await to fly 

To Manſions, Love prepar'd beyond the Sky. 


« | 
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Hos. Ode X. Lib. IV. 


. 


RU EL as yet, and vain of ev'ry Charm, 
When Time thy Pride ſhall check, thy Power diſ- 
1 T; 

When fall thoſe Locks that on thy Shoulders play, 
And all the Roſes on thy Cheeks decay; 2 
When that ſmooth Face the Tracks of Age ſhall 


wear, 


And thy Glaſs ſhew another Chloe there; 
Thou'lt ſay, ah! why ne'er felt I Love before, 


Or now I love, why can I charm no more. 


(99) 
The WISH. To J— O——, Ejq; 


AY Heav'n propitious fix my calm Retreat, 


Ih humble Manſion nigh thy rural Seat; 
WJ In harmleſs Paſtime, Innocence and Eaſc 


To cloſe the fleeting Scene of Life in Peace. 


There free'd from F olly's inſolent Caprice, 
| The Lures of Pleaſure, and the Pills of Vice ; 
| To be no more by airy Proſpects fed, 
I Malice wounded, or by Fraud miſled: 
| To be no more the low-depending Slave 
Jon the ſtern Bigot, or the Purſe-proud Knave. 


Then reſeu'd from the Falſe, the Dull, the Vain, 


WY (That Strumper Forrune's moſt diſtnguiſh'd Train) 
| Some friendly Claſſic, or ſome facred Page, | 
n gentle Converſe ſhou'd my Thoughts — 


Or, if that curs'd Concomitant of Wealth, 


ö With flaming Throbs ſhou'd interrupt thy Health, 


Strait 
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Strait I'd attend thee with officious Care, 

And grateful bear a ſympathetic Share; 

I'd eaſe thoſe eoomy Hours with ſocial Art, 
Till ſoy*reign Patience heal'd the furious Smart. 


Then, waken'd by the Horn's enchanting Sound, 
We'd ſpring to ſee the briſk, ſagacious Hound, 
In mazy Rings the panting Hare purlue, 
Staunch as thyſelf, and obſtinately true : 

While ſhe her feeble Arts and Doublings paſt 


TY FT ' 


Reviews her Form, and yielding breaths her laſt 


So buſy Man ſtarts from bis infant Neſt, 
And rings and n by Cons 3 = Blood- i 
5 14 | 
Ha appy, at length, if he can end his Toll, 
And his laſt Moment in his native Soil. 
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The xxxviiith 2 of Jos baropbrar d. 


18 IRD up thy La thou Offipring 6: the | 
Clay, # 

And hear what the Ou POTENT 5 tall gay. 

Prepare thy brighteſt Faculties, attend 

To thoſe myſterious Queſtions he'll demand, 

Where was thy Being, with what Figure clad, 

When the Foundation « of the World was lid! ? 

What Pow r was that which ſtretch'd the meas” ring 
. Line, We | | 

401 modelPd Clin, Full of great Deſign | ? 

What Architect unn the wond' rous F __ 

Or form'd the Pillars to uphold the ſame ? 

Y When beaurcous Order firſt appear d in View, 

And Virgin N: Nature no Tranſgreſſign knew ; ; 

When the harmonious Courſe of Orbs begun, 

And ring Stars 2 Joyful Concert ſung ? ? 

Canſt thou declare what t Bounds t the rolling Tide, 

And checks the Surges of an Ocean 's Pride ? 


What 
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What makes the Flux, or what revolving Force 


Holds in the Reins of Neptune's foaming Horle, 


That he ſhou'd in the watry Circus ſtay? 
A Taſk too hard for Chance or human Sway. 


Who gave the Morning Light reſ plendent Wings ? 
Or firſt unſeal'd the Heads of bubbling Springs ? 


Shew me the Place where wand'ring Ghoſts repair, 


When they're expell'd their Habitations here. 
Has Death reveal'd to thee his dark Abode? 


Or haſt thou i in ie Vale of Shadows trod? * 


Whence ſprings the Light? Where do theſe Treaſures 


lie 


That ſhade the Earth and Aachen all the Sky ? . 
Who can che Source of theſe great Wonders know, 


But he that makes the Hail and fleecy Snow, | 


And ſcatters Light ning thro? the Worlds below? 


J 20100 


From him che tender Herbs, and budding F low! rs, 


Receive the welcome Drops of genial Show'rs. | 


'Tis he that ſends the late and early Rains, - 


On Fields unzill'd, and diſtant fruitleſs Plains. 


Come 
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Come tell me, puny Mortal, tell me where 
The Froſt is gender'd ? Who the mighty Sire? 
What lulls the fluid Magazines aſleep, 

And paves with Chryſtal the cerulean Deep ? 
Canſt thou with-hold the Stars celeſtial Force, 

Or teach Ararus Sons a juſter Courſe ? 


Explain their Motions, in what Tracts they tread, 
And how on Earth they bounteous Influ'nce ſhed ? 
Who fills the pregnant Bottles of the Skies, 

And bids the Miſts and duſky Vapours riſe ? 

Haſt thou Dominion ofer the ruſhing Storm ? 


Will Hurricanes to thy great Voice conform ? 

Try if the Thunder will obey thy Nod, 

And ſcourge a wicked Nation, like a Gon 

Divulge his Name, who did the Heart create, 

And who made Wiſdom's, lovely Wiſdom's Sear. | 

Is it not he that cloaths the beauteous Graſs, | 

And gives the Lillies their unſpotted Dreſs ? 

What lib'ral Hand affords the Lions Food, 

When that they roar for Hunger thro? the Wood? 
vor. II. 1 Who 
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Who feeds the Rav'ns, when with dol'rous Cry, 


From Field to Field with fruitleſs Search they fly? 


Then own his Pow'r, who can theſe Works perform, 


And truſt fecure in his Au.micuty ARM. 


For they, who place their Confidence in him, 


Shall never be repuls'd, nor put to Shame. 


Auxilium ab Alto. 


LY ye North Winds, and let R -I know, 


That neither Flakes of Ice, or Hills of Snow, 


Can ſet my anxious Mind at Eafe or Reſt, 
Or freeze my friendly Paſſions in my Breaſt. 


The Muchna Lake is cover'd in a trice, 


Aud all it's Weben me lock'd in Bars of fee ; 


The rapid Liffy cannot ſteer it's Courſe, 

Oblig'd to yield to a ſuperior Force: 

Yet my Heart Streams in warm Meanders move, 
Nor can they freeze when they're ſo hot with Love; 


Love, 
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Love, not a giddy, girliſh, fond Deſire, by 
'That has no Motives but what Luft inſpire ; a 
But the juſt Love, that Gods themſelves commend, 
The Love of Virtue, Honour, and a Friend: F 
Theſe are Perfections Money can't acquire, . 72 
Let other Nobles envy and admire ! 

Let them cry, There's the Man that's truly great, 
Has Honour, Virtue, Senſe, but no Efate 

Let them quit all their ſordid Wealth with Grief, 
The Motto ſhews where you expect Relief. 


On IMAGINARY HappinEss. 


HAT all Men have, or ſee to have in View, 


And the ſame Thing by various Ways purſue, I 
The Path to H appineſs my Friend _, ay 
And how to live by eaſy Pretepts learn : 
Let warring Chiefs enjoy their trifling Aim, 
Their Wreaths bf Laurel, and their Blaſts of Fame; 
Let noiſy Litigaats infeſt the Bar, 
And- blunder into Wealth by verbal War ; 

- 5 Let 


( 100 
Let the bold Merchant, g d with Hope of Gain, 
Dety the raging Terrors of the Main; 
Let dull Collegians o'er their School Men pore, 
And more they're puzzling, ſtill be puzzbd more; 
Let Stateſmen after Fame and Riches pant, 
And. Miſers, midſt cheir Heaps of Plenty, want: 
Wile theſe thus toil, wiſely do y6t employ 
Each Hour of Life, and every Blifs enjoy. 
How ſoon are Charts of Youth and Beauty Sone! ? 
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Then make the preſent happy Hour your own : 
What Life can give of Happineſs thus know, 


Diſſolve in Pleaſure, and in Rapture flow. 


Let circling Goblets, fill'd with ſparkling Juice, 
Which Gallic Plains, or Ti uſcan Hills produce; 
Swell thy rich Veins, ad baniſh | buſy Care, 

And make you eager for the panting Fair. 
| Now, to give new Delight, let ren: ſing, 
Now breath the Flutes, and ſtrike the ſounding 

String : 


Swift, 


(6101) 


Swift, ſwift the fleeting Minutes baſte away, 
Thow'lt die to-Morrow, therefore live to-Day. 
But when thou dy'ſt, uain Youth, a diff rent Fate 
Will then ſucceed this trifling Pomp of State : 
Then thou wilt know, you neer ſhall ceaſe t to be, 


And blame too late voluptuous Luxury : 


Then with Regret this Maxim thou'lt confeſs, 
You'd been more happy, had you been ſo leſs. 
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- whiſtling Winds,. that ue the World 0 49 
fly. e n od ances g 
And drive the Clouds 1 . 3 
Are real Emblems of a human Lite ; 
Ofercaſt with Clouds, and blown about with Strife: 
Now clear, ſerene, then cloudy with Deſpair z 
Now bleſs'd with Joy, and then o'erwheln'd with 


Care : 


G 3 Such 
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Such various Fortunes do attend Mankind, 
That no ſincere Delights he &er can find; 
Poor in himſelf, and abject in his State, 


He's toſt about in Hurricanes of Fate. 


A RIDDLE. 


| Y Friend and I from Home did part, 


He had ſome Yards of me the Start; 
We ran, at leaſt, a; Mile, or more, | 
And he ſtill kept that Space before; 
Nor mote nor lefs, e all agree, 
Though he ran twice as faſt as me; 
Tell me then how it came to paſs, l 


That I no farther beaten was. 


——-, + - 
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( 103 ) 
The Picture of 2 certain Younc Lapy. 


R' S E, gracious Muſe !- harmonious Numbers 
on... | 291 

And ſing the choiceſt of her precious Kind; 

The beauteous Compoſition, lovely Dame, | 

Who fires my Breaſt, and more chan Wealth or ( 

Exerts my Soul, and is my conſtant Aim. 

The mantling Bluſhes that her Checks adorn, _. 

Were raviſh'd from the Roſe, or crimſon Morn; 

The Perfian Inſects lab'ring, wrought with Care 

The ſlender filken Threads that form her H air: 

The clear quick Luſtre of her piercing Eyes,. 

Was ſhot from Di'monds, or the ſpangl d Skies: 

Vermilion Coral left it's owly Bed, 

And gave her balmy Lips their glowing Red: 

To frame her. Teeth, choico Pearls did crowding 

Each from it's ſecret Cell in Ocean's Womb : 


G 4 Arabian 


f? 
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Arabian Odours did themſelves transfer, 
And fled their native Home to breath in her: 
Eden once flouriſh'd, like her blooming Face, 
Her Shape, her Mien, and unaffected Grace, 
Rs Heav'n the firſt of Females once poſſeſs d, 
Created as a Pattern for the Reſt: 
From Spring her Gaiety, from calmeſt Brooks 
Was wafted the Sere'neſs of her Looks: 
Sweet Philomel, as ſhe departin g fun g. "A 
Bequeath'd the Muſick of her Silver Tongue: 
The Down of Swans and Lillies, or the gay 
And fragrant Bloom, that crowns the youthful May, 
To frame her Skin, did gracefully unite 
Their yielding Softneſs, and unblemiſh'd White : 
| The vaſt cerulean Skies, and Sea, and Air, 
Did their combin'd and various Stores prepare, 
At Heav'ns commanding Call, to frame my Fair , 
They fram'd her of their rareſt Treaſures join'd, 
And in the curious Mould an Angel- Soul inſhin'd. 


GUST The 


(105) 
The DisTRESS'D LovER. 


N vain, Zelinda, my fond Heart 
Wou'd quarrel with it's Chain; 


Reſentment but inflames the Smart, 


And aggravates the Pain. 


Slave to your Beauties, now no more 
The Rebel dares repine, 
At ev'ry Glance it owns your Pow'r, 


And proudly mocks at mine. Y 


Where Love's inſulting Paſſion reigns 
The Tyrant of the Breaſt, | 
He rides in Triumph thro? the Veins, 


„ * N 2 


And lords it oer the reſt, 
Hence Anger, kindled at his Word, 
With eager Haſte appears; | 
And Grief, confeſſing him her Lord, 
Impearls her Eye with Tears. 


ws 


That 
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That this, alas! is all too true, 
My preſent Pain will prove ; : 

Love in my Anger ſtarts to View, 

My Grief: deſcends from Love. 


From the ſame dear, enchanting Source, 
Shou'd your Reſentment flow ; 8 
Your Frowns in Time wou'd Joſe their Force, 


And Patience vanquiſh Woe. 


But far ſeverer Doom I read 
In your vindictive Eye, 
Who doats upon your Charms muſt bleed, 


But who offends them die. 


An EPITAPH, 


ENEATH this melancholy Stone i is lad 
Whate'er was mortal of a beauteous Maid ; 128 
Whoſe lovely F eatures ev ry Boſom warm 4. 8 | 7 


Whoſe Pride rejected whom her F eatures charm' d 
But 


(10%) 


But ah! that Face, which pleas'd the World before, 


Is dead! is buried! riſes here no more ! 


The VISION. 


We EN the pale Moon in borrow!d Robes of 
Light., i 20 1 

Darted her ſilyer Rays o'er ſooty Night; 
The drowſy Earth in Morpheus Boſom lay, | 
Rock'd by the Murmurs of the foaming Sea 
All Things were huſh*d into a-peaceful Reſt, 
And nothing wak d but my poor anxious Breaſt. 
Tas then a beauteous Form, divinely bright, 
Did pierce the Organs of my trembling; Sight; 
Gently ſhe mov'd, and to my Bed drew near, 
At once my Monden] and at once my Fear ! - | - 
In melting Words ſhe did my Paſſion move, 
Such as inflame che Soul with rapt'rous Love! 
she led me thro? the yarious Turns of State, 
And likewiſe ſhew'd me my approaching Fate; 

| Shew'd 


(6108) 


. Shew'd me the Men whom I might ſafely truſt, 
And what Things make a Man uprightly juſt; 
Told me the Cauſe from whence our Fears ariſe, 
In lively Colours drawn before my Eyes. 
A Menard b for c Cauſe, 
.Condemn'd by Rogues, and judg d by barb? 84 
Dear- bought Experience now does plainly ſhew, 
Who is your Friend, and who-your-greateſt Foce: 
It's he, whom Hite'bribes:t6. go to Church, 
Be ſure: that Man will leave you in the Lurch; 
That act his dark Defigns dots ſo diſplay - - 
As drives all Fogs and doubtful Clouds away. 
This faid, the beauteaus Nhantam took her Flight, 
And-tow'ring,/ mounted to che Realms of Light. 
Fain wou'd I kept the Breaker of my Reſt; || 
And pour'd: my Soul into her charming — 75 
In lofty: Numbers, and with Ikilful Art, 
I'd give che Ofrug of my Eleedigg Heart; 
Pd ſing the Glories of the hett bye. 11 bY, 
Immortal Caudbür, Nia, and Lie: SES 
Then 


(610990909 


Then wou'd J paint dur Cbureb's finkitig State, 
Our Foes triumphing at her adverſe Fate; 

Boldly my Muſe to ſeek her Service flies, 
Reſolv d to periſh, or reſol d to riſe. 

Cou'd I, like Szoicks, all my Acts controul, - 
d ſtem the Torrent of my raging Soul. 


The COUNTRY GENTLEMAN, 


HILST you jaunt it up and down, 
Thro' the noiſy, reſtleſs T own, | 

Viewing Faſhions, ſtudying Men, 8 

Still a Here and Thereian ; _ 7 

Or at Plays admiring fir, | 

Harlequins prodigious Wit. 

How d' y' think my Hours I ſpend ? 

Fancy thus, your Country Friend : 

With freſh Air, and Exerciſe, 

Driving far Diſcaſe and Vice; 

Lulpd 
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Lull'd at Night with calm Repoſe, 4. 
What your City little knows. | 
Nothing interrupts my Eaſe, 

But I riſe whene'er I pleaſe ; 

Careleſs dreſs and plainly feed, 

In the Grove | walk and read z 


Eaſy Pad to take the Air, 


Now and then to courſe the Hare. 
Cleanly Phillis ſets my Salt, 

Truſty Roger brews my Malt ; 
Chearful Neighbours at my Call, 
When diſpos'd to chat withal. 

Thus, unknown to Fame and Strife, 


Stealing thro” the Vale of Life. 


A POEM, 


( 222 } 


A POEM, by a NonLEMAN, when but 


Fourteen Years old. 


EE how yon flow'ry Maze ſhe treads, 


While around her orient Rays appear ; 
The Flow'rs ſubmiſſive bow their Heads, 
And think the Goddeſs Flora there. 


The Lilly, Violet, and Roſe, 

Ambitious, wou'd their Rivals be; 
Ev'n coy Narciſſus wou'd dif poſe 

Of all his youthful Charms to thee. 


Her Lilly Hand their fond Deſire, 
With Condeſcenſion now has bleſs'd ; 
All that their niceſt Sweets expire, | 


Sh' has lodg'd within her ſnowy Breaſt. 


Their utmoſt Wiſhes now ſecure, 
Laid cloſe in Extaſy they lie; 


A Bliſs too great long to endure, 


They change, they fade, they droop, they die. 


But 


(1122) 


But ah | ye happy, happy Flow'rs, 
Your Life to me an Ape appears; 


Had I my Fate exchang'd with your's, 
Pd think I'd liv'd a thouſand Years. 


A EPIGRAM. 


S Philos Wife lay dead, to calm his Grief, 
He to Clarinda flies, and finds Relief. 
She too was crying, on her Huſband's Score, 
He's dead! he's dead! alas, he is no more 
Since they are dead, poor Souls! here Philo cries, 
Twill be in vain to grieve, come, dry your Eyes: 
Our Care is juſt the ſame, away with Sorrow, 


One Day's enough for that —we'll wed to-Morrow. 


The 


( 113) 
The FRO and Built. A FABLE. 


I. 
Y Chance, a Freg, quoth Z#/ep, ſpy'd, 
As brooding in the Duſt he ſat, 
A ſleek Bull bouncing by his Side, 
Of lovely Aſpect, tow'ring Height. 


With Envy ſtung, the Rival Vermin tries 
To bloat his Carcaſs to an equal Size. 
II. 
Malicious, impotent, and proud, 
He fweats, he ſwells, he pants, he groans; 
He heaves and labours, croaks aloud, 
Extends his Skin, diſtorts his Bones : 
The feeble Mimick ftruts with high Diſdain, 
While the rank Venom boils in ev'ry Vein. 
im. as 
At length, o'ercharg'd with Spleen and Pride, 
His ſtrugling Soul contends in vain ; 
And burſting thro? his Fe Hide, 


_ Himſelf cannot himſelf contain: 
Vol. II. H Then 


(14) 


Then out his Rancour, Rage, and Malice fly, 


As from Pandora's Box, and taint the Sky. 


IV. 
So Etna ſurfeited with Fire, 
So Schoolmen's Brains with Lumber fraught, 
So Schemes of Politicks expire, 
So Plots abortive ſink to Nought : 
So flaſh'd away th' aſpiring Hopes of Spain, 
So Pha'ton dropt, and Judas rent in twain. 
6 V. 
The Bull beheld with ſcornful Looks, 
As Jove the Titans when they fell, 
The tortur'd Wretch on Tenter-Hooks, 
Like Belgic Traitors, rack'd to Hell. 
So may we ſee each envious Imp ſelf-curs'd, 


And Malice with it's in-born Venom burſt. 


A HYMN, 


N thee, each Morning, oh my Gop, 


My waking Thoughts attend ; 
In whom are founded all my Hopes, 
And all my Wiſhes end, 


II, 
My Soul, in pleaſing Wonder loſt, 
Thy boundleſs Love ſurveys 
And, fir'd with grateful Zeal, prepares 
Her Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
| III, 
Thou lead'ſt me thro* the Maze of Sleep, 
And bring'ſt me ſafe to Light ; 
And, with the ſame paternal Care, 
Conducts my Steps till Night, 


4 116 ) 


IV. 
When Ev'ning Slumbers preſs my Eyes, 
With thy Protection bleſt, 
In Peace and Safety I commit 
My weary'd Limbs to reſt. 
V. 
My Spirit, in thy Hands ſecure, 
Fears no approaching Ill; 
For, whether waking or aſleep, 
Thou, Lo Rs, art with me ſtill. 
| VI. 
What fit Return can I, week Fleſh, 
Make to ALmicnurty Pow's, 
For ſo much Goodneſs, ſo much Love, 
Such Mercies ev'ry Hour! 
vu. 
II daily to th' aſtoniſh'd World, 
His wond'rous Acts proclaim; 
While all with me ſhall Praiſes ſing, 
With me ſhall bleſs his Name. 


2 a«__ 


(6117) 
VIII. 
At Morn, and Noon, and Night J “II till 


= 


The growing Work purſue ; 
And him alone will praiſe, to whom 


Alone our Praiſe is due. 


LIFE AA ODE. 


IFE! the dear, precarious Boon! 


Soon we loſe, alas! how ſoon! 
Fleeting Viſion, falſely gay! 
Graſp'd in vain, it fades away: 
Mixing with ſurrounding Shades, 
Lovely Viſion! how it fades ! 


Let the Muſe, in Fancy's Glaſs, 
Catch the Phantoms as they pals, 


See they riſe! a Nymph behold, 
Careleſs, wanton, young and bold! 


It 3 Mark 
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Mark her devious, haſty Pace, 


Antique Dreſs, and thoughtleſs Face, 


Smiling Cheeks, and rolling Eyes, 


Cauſeleſs Mirth and vain Surprize.— 


Tripping at her Side, a Boy, 
Shares ha Wonder, and her Joy : 
This is Folly Childhood's Guide, 
This is Childbood at her Side. 


What is he ſucceeding now, 
Myrtles blooming on his Brow ; 
Bright and bluſhing as the Morn, 
Not on Earth a Mortal born 


Shafts to pierce the Strong, I view, 


Wings the Flying to purſue ; 


Victim of his Power, behind 
Stalks a Slave of Humankind, 
Whoſe Diſdain of all the Free, 
Speaks his Mind's Captivity. 


Love's the Tyrant, Youth the Slave; 


Youth, in vain, is wiſe or brave: 


. 
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Love, with conſcious Pride, defies 
All the Brave, and all the Wiſe. 


Who art thou, with anxious Mien, 
Stealing o'er the ſhifting Scene ? 
4 Eyes, with tedious Vigils, red, | 
{ Sighs, by Doubts and Wiſhes bred, 
W Cautious Step, and glancing Leer, 
Speak thy Woes, and ſpeak thy Fear ; 
Arm in Arm, what Wretch is he, 
Like thyſelf, who walks with thee ? 
Like thy own, his Fears and Woes, 
All thy Pangs his Boſom knows : 
Well, too well! my boding Breaſt 
Know the Names your Looks ſuggeſt ; 
Anxious, buſy, reſtleſs Pair! | 
Manhood link'd by Fate to Care! 


Wretched State, and yet 'tis dear— 


Fancy, cloſe the Proſpect here! 
H 4 


Cloſe 


( 120 


Cloſe it, or recal the paſt, | 

Spare my Eyes, my Heart, the laſt : 
Vain the Wiſh ! the laſt appears, 
Whilſt I gaze, it ſwims in Tears: 
Age—my future ſelf—1 trace, 

Moving ſiow with feeble Pace, 
Bending with Diſeaſe and Cares, 

All the Load of Life he bears; 
White his Looks, his Viſage wan, 
Strength, and Hope, and Eaſe are gone: 
Death, the ſhadowy Form, I know, | 
Death overtakes him, dreadful Foe! 
Swift they yaniſh—mournful Sight! 
Night ſucceeds, impervious Night ! 
What theſe dreadful Glooms conceal, 
Fancy's Glaſs can ner reveal. 

When ſhall Time the Veil remove ? 
When ſhall Light the Scene improve ? 
When ſhall Truth my Doubts difpel ? 


Awrur. PERI) Who can tell? 


(121) 
An OD E, by a Youxc Lap, 


Envy not the Proud their Wealth, 


Their Equipage, and State : 
Give me but Innocence and Health, 


I aſk not to be great, 


I, in this ſweet Retirement, find 
A Jay unknown to Kings : 
For Scepters, to a virtuous Mind, 


Seem vain and gaudy Things, 


Great Cincinnatus, at his Plow, 
With brighter Luſtre ſnone, 

Than guilty Cæſar e er cou d do, 
Tho? ſeated on a Throne. 


Tumultuous Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 
Ambition ever knows; a 
A Stranger to the calm Delights 
Of Study and Repoſe, | 
: Then, 
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Then, free from Envy, Care, and Strife, 
Permit me, Heav*nly Pow'rs, 
To paſs a pure, unblemiſh'd Life, 


And crown with Peace my Hours. 


4 RIDDLE. 


W HAT EVER Form the beauteous Virgins 


wear, 

Tis Innocence alone that makes them fair; 
Such once was I, unſullied as the Dove 

That draws the Chariot of the Queen of Love: 
In pureſt White each tender Part was dreſt, 

Nor had one tainted Thought defil'd my Breaſt: 
1 choſe in modeſt Silence Team i paß, 
Nor cou'd deceive, for what I ſeem'd I was; 
"Till Man! how can I tell that fatal Day, 
That ſnatch'd my Peace and Innocence away; | 
He promis'd Wiſdom, and to make me know 
The Things above, as well as Things below : 


By 
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By Nature form'd, I Nature's Force obey'd, 

And yielded to his Will a ſpotleſs Maid : 

How dear the impious Thirſt of Knowledge coſt ? 
By this the firſt created Pair were loſt. 

Scarce can the pitying Nurſe, without a Tear, 
Sing me no longer chaſte, no longer fair. 

He ſnatch'd me from my Place, and rudely preſt, 
With Force unnatural, my ſnowy Breaſt; | 

I bluſh'd, and all the bliſsful Saints appear 

In Witneſs to the Infamy I bear; 


All Hopes of virtuous Sentiments are loſt, 
And with my wretched Life my Stains muſt laſt. 
How black with filthy Marks, the foul Diſgrace 
Pollutes the native Luſtre of my Face; 

My Thoughts deceitful, and my Words a Lie, 
A proud, ambiguous, cheating Jilt am 1; | 
I boaſt my near Acceſſes to the Great, 
And Penetration in Affairs of State: 


By me ſeduc'd, my ſimple Vot'ries riſe 


In fond Extatic Raptures to the Skies; 


9... —— 


Again 
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Again they ſink, deprefs'd with groundleſs Fears 
Of ſecret Treacheries, and open Wars : 

In Thund'rings oft and Light'nings I appear, 
And threaten Tempeſts, tho' the Skies are clear ; 
Now ſooth'd again, Mankind no Danger dreads, 


Tho' furious Storms are burſting o'er their Heads, 


Chaſte Nymphs beware, the pleaſing Proſpect ſhun 
Of being wiſer, leſt ye be undone ; 
View me with diſtant Pity, who am grown 
So cheap a Proſtitute to all the Town 
That, in the Space of one revolving Sun, 


My little Credit's loſt, my guilty Courſe is run. 


The GROT TO of Carypso, tranſlated from 
Book V. of Homer's Odyſſey. 


A HUS oer the watry Empire Hermes flies, 
Till now the happy Iſland greets his Eyes, ; 


Then ſwift emerging from the rolling Sea, 
Haſtes to the Cave along the winding Way. 


Large 
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Large was the Grotto where he found the fair, 
The blooming Geddeſt with the radiant Hair. 
The joyous Rocks her warbling Voice reſound; 
And riſing Blazes gild the Grotto round : 
Cedar and Frankincenſe the Flame ſupply, 

And Clouds of Odours gladden all the Sky: 
Whilſt to her Loom ſhe chaunts the vocal Lay, 
And Work and pleaſing Song divide the Day. 


Before the Grot, ſweet Manſion of Delight, 

Groves of eternal Greens enchant the Sight : 

There Alders ſhine, whoſe Branches never fail : 
Here Poplars quiver with the balmy Gale. 
A fragrant Shade the Gyreſt wide diſplays, 
Where Birds of broadeſt Wing their Manſions raiſe; 
The Mew, the Crow, loquacious in her Flight, 
And all that in the briny Deep delight. 
Vines of luxuriant Growth the Entrance hide. 
The Cluſters ſwelling with a purple Pride. 


From 
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F rom the cleft Rocks four limpid Currents flow 
In filver Mazes to the Vale below ; 

Where Meads with everlaſting Flow'rets ſmile, 
And fill with Fragrance all the bliſsful Ile. 

So lovely ſweet, that, if a God ſhow'd gaze, 

A God muſt view with Pleaſure and Amaze, 
Enraptur'd ſtood the Meſſenger of Fove, 
Surveying all th*Elyſium of the Grove, 


On ſeeing à SKULL, 


1 HIS Preacher, ſilent yet ſevere, 
Proclaims Mortality to Man ; 


Thou like this Emblem ſhalt appear, 
| When Time has meaſur d out thy Span, 


Here once was fix d the dimpled Cheek, 
And, from this ſallow, naked Crown, 
The curling Honours long and ſleek, 
Fell light and negligently down. 


This 
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This Part once fortify'd the Brain, 
The Seat of Senſe in Ages fled ; | 
From whence might flow the raptur'd Strain, 
Or Truths by ſacred Science bred. 


Here hung the Lips that once cou'd ſmile, 
And here were fix'd the Orbs of Light; 
Extinguiſh'd now, corrupt and vile, 


Suffus'd in everlaſting Night, 


Behold ! the Socket's empty Space 
Affrights the yet perceiving Eye; 

And ſpreads pale Horror o'er the Face 
Of all who live, alas! to die. 


Here yet remain, expos'd and bare, 
By Duſt defil'd, of earthly Hue, 
Thoſe Teeth, that Age vouchſaf'd to ſpare, 
An uſcleſs and a mould'ring Few T 
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Gay Friend, here hung the liſt'ning Ear, 
That fed the Soul with Senſe, by Sound; 
Here the loquacious Tongue, and here, 
The Noſe, on this diſtorted Wound. 


Theſe all had Converſe with the Soul, 
Myſterious Work of heav'nly. Skill ! 
Clay join'd to Spirit, form'd an Whole, 
And quicken'd Duſt obey'd the Wilk 


Gop call'd the Life he lent away, 
The Duſt return'd from whence it came; 
The Spirit left the ſtiff ning Clay, 
And Death diffoly'd the wond'rous Frame. 


Be witty, Mortal, bold and free, 
Yet own thy Knowledge centers here; 
Eser long thy Scalp like this ſhall be, 
Not worth the fordid Sexton's Care. 


This 
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This once, perhaps, a Stateſman's Schemes 
Of guilty Wealth and Power contain d, 

Where now are all his flatt'ring Dreams ? 
And whoſe the mighty Sums he gain'd ? 


Perhaps, ſome former Garrick bore, 
This Scalp aloft with graceful Pride: 
Alas! his Action charms no more, 
That once new Force to Wit ſupply'd. 


Perhaps, ſome cunning Quibbles fill'd, 
*T'was once a Lawyer's, arch and dry; | 

To obviate ev'ry Claim, tho? ſkill d. n if 
He pay d one Debt, decreed to die. 


Perhaps, ſome haughty Beauty's Charms, © 
Adorn'd this Bone with Wuite and Red z 

No more the Nymph the World alarmws. 
The Lillies and the Roſes fed“ 


Vol. II. "Tl Perhaps, 


K 


Perhaps, a Cron chele Temples bound, = 
| Before it Subject. Nations bow d, 
Now undiſtinguiſtꝰd in the Ground, 
The Beggar tramples on the Proud. 


What Cauſe has mortal Fleſh to boaſt 
Of tranſient Knowledge, Wealth and Pow'r ! 
The Summons comes our Breath is loſt, 
And all are Nothing in an Hour. 


All, all muſt paſs this dreary Road 
To Duſt and Silence, cold andygloom, 

All reſt in one obſcure Abode, 1 
The Dwelling of the World, the Tomb. 


O thou whoſe Gift is Life ! beſtow - 
Yet moxe in Virtue and in Truth, 
And lead me are chis Vale of Woe, 
The Staff of Age, and Guide of Youth! 


- 
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(131) 


Suſtain me in the mortal Hour, 

For then *tis thine alone to fave 3 
Then let me triumph in thy Pow'r, 

A joyful Victor o'er the Grave, 


— „ — T” — : 2 — 


The PaET's ApoLoGy, i APOLLO df 
Glaſſpevin. 


OME Verſes for Muſic I promis'd to bring, 
A Song on the Seaſon for Colgan to ſing ; 

32 — Phebus, an Ode on the Times, 

Gayly accouter'd 1 in Meaſure and Rhymes, 


But pox of my Muſe, ſhe provd 2 mere jade, | 3 
For the Dev'l a Ditty or Song have I made: 

The Doors much fitter for muſical Als, 
His Pegaſus prances as high” as che Stars!? 
I met him this Morning with both Arms akimbow, 
Licking his Lips at a Laſs in the Window : 

He promis'd me then to handle his Lyre, 

And ſwore the ſweet Nymph had fann'd up his Fire. 


I 2 In 


( 132 ) 


In Subjects of Love he's ſure to excel, 

I wiſh I cou'd coax em but Quarter as well. 
However, to-Morrow I'll ſomething produce, 
So beg that, at preſent, you'll take my Excuſe. 


Provided you prove a Bard to your Word, 
Apollo conſents — The Doctor's abſurd. 


An EPITAPH n Miſs L 


Mr. 


: 5 7 Read, 


O LD Time, when thou haſt thrown thy Scythe 
OT 

| And mow'd down all our Yanity and Pride * 

Tell us if e er thou cou' dſt thro? Ages * 95 

More Wit or Virtue, than lies here below 5 


( 133) 


An Ee1Tarn, by the Author of the ogg, 
deſigned for himſelf. 

E RE undiſturb'd and peaceful let me le 

Ye buſy Triflers, paſs in Silence by. | 


May the fierce Blaſts of Envy now ſubſide ; 
Relent, O Malice! and forgive, O Pride 


"Tp" * 


VERSES, addreſs by a Gentleman of the Church 
of England, 70 4 Roman- Catholic Lady. 


I Yield, I yield, all- conqu'ring Maid! 
Your Charms triumphantly prevail ; 

Such wond'rous Beauty muſt perſuade, 
Tho? Fathers, Popes, and Councils fail. 


Bleſt Change! an Heretic no more, 
I gaze convinc'd, and with Surprize, 

| liſten to your ſilent Lore ; 

A ſudden Convert of your Eyes! 


13 Like 
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Like Inſpiration's heav'nly Ray, 
Lo, Truths divine your Face can teach; 
You look what Bellarmine cou'd ſay, 
| You ſmile beyond what Doctors preach ! 


Againſt that Innocence and Bloom, 
What Fool of Reafon can diſpute ? 
Ye ſerious Triflers, Foes of Rome ! 


Can you that Air and Shape refute ? 


From ſuch Ambaſſadors of Heav'n, 
All Schiſmatics wou'd learn their Duty ; 
And ſoon, | by Mother-Church forgiv'n, 
Become the Proſelytes of Beauty 


To ſuch Fair Agents in the Cauſe, 
The proudeſt Prince wou'd Rey'rence pay; 
Senates repeal oppreſſive Laws, 


And all implicitly obey ! 


Cou'd 


(135) 


Cou'd Rome ſuch Miſſionaries ſend, 
Her Glory to the Skies wou'd tower, 

Her Empire to the Poles extend, | 
And both the Indies own her Pow'r! | . 


No Wretch, who raſhly meets your Eyes, 
By Word can their Effulgence paint; 

No cold Proteſtor then denies 

The Worſhip of a Female Saint! 


I hear a Seraph while you ſing! 
Each Fibee feels the thirillivg Lay 3 
My raptur'd Soul is on the Wing, 
With Extaſy I die away! 


My Fancy bright Ideas warm; 

Hail, faireſt of thy lovely Kind! 
With all the Graces in thy Form, 

And all the Virtues in thy Mind ! 


> 1 ſe 


( 136) 


I ſee Perfection on her Throne! 

My Errors I'll no more purſue 
Infallibility I own |! ö | 

— ay — i You! 


A RIDDLE, 


A Place big enough for to work or to play, 


A Cloth that contain'd a large Parcel of Hay ; 
Of neat Morrice-Dancers two hundred met on it, 
Perhaps you'll expect a Jig, or a Sonnet: 

But alas! of all thoſe there was never a one, 
That cou'd whiſtle Mall Peatly, or ſing Bobbing Joan : 
Then in came a Crew of ſharp Lads in their Natures, 
Who ſtood like mere Poſts, or ſtupid Spectators: 
No Wonder why any cou'd not dance a Jig, 

For each one of FER was ty'd by the Leg: 

No Wonder why none of the other cou'd ſing, 

For each of em danc'd with his Neck in a String. 


Ou 


(137) 
On SICKNESS. 


ROM this vain World, where Ils abound, _ 
E. oys, but few, unmix'd, are found, 

Where reſtleſs Foes thoſe few infeſt, 

And Friends are impotent at beſt ; 

My weary'd Soul, good Lorp, remove 

To Bowers of Bliſs, and Friends above. 


I faid : When lo! this Prayer preferr'd, 
Stern Sickneſs (frightful Gueſt !) appear d; 
I ſtarted, frown'd, and cry*d, Begone, 
From one already half undone. 

Can Pain a Cure for Sorrow be? 
I'm enough wretched without thee. ; 


Weak Man! who errs a thouſand Ways, 
And cenſures what deſerves his Praiſe ! 
The hideous Form ſo teiz d my Thought, 
I then th' intrinſic Worth forgot. 
But, welcome Guelt ! for now I "2 


Tho? ſeeming cruel, thou art kind: 


(138) 


Kind as I wiſh'd, and lead'ſt the Road 
From this vain World, to Heav's and Gov. 
To Heav's and Gop I'll preſs the Way, 
Tho! grim the Pilot, rough the Sea: 

Who can his Courſe reluctant bend, 

When that's the Port, and He the Friend! 


— 


The Houst-KrezPprr. 


> an Mr. — at Eighty-ſix, 
Juſt ſtepping into River Styx, 

Loſing about ſome thirty Guineas, 

For Want of Care, like other Ninnies; 
Brings all his Folks before the Juſtice, 
To ſift out where his ſad Miſtruſt is. 


The Gold was miſſing from his Cheſt, 


Too true to make of it a Jeſt. 


His Worſhip cloſe examin'd all, 
Finding on whom the Charge muſt fall; 


Said 


( 139) 


Said — Sir — your Damſel Polly has it, 

None elſe can come within your Cloſet ; 
So ſtrong the Circumſtances fit her, 

Pl! ſtrait ſend for her, and commit her. 


Hold, good Sir — ſhe keeps my Houſe, 
And wou'd not wrong me of a Souſe ; i : 
No Girl is faithfuller, or juſter, 

With all I have I dare to truſt her — 
As ſhe does him — beſure, he meant, 


So Home returned well content.. 


This is the third Time to his Coſt, 
He's made a Stir for Money loſt 


Only to let the Country know, 

He pays for what he cannot do; 

And thinks himſelf not much the worſe, 
If none but Polly dip it's Purſe. 


(1) 
The SHEPHERD's CoMPLAINT- 


I. 
HE Night was ſtill, the Air ſerene, 
Fann'd by a Southern Breeze ; 
The glimm'ring Moon might juſt be ſeen, 
Reflecting thro' the Trees. 


| II. 
The bubbling Water's conſtant Courſe, 
From off th' adjacent Hill, 
Was mournful Eccho's laſt Reſource, 


All Nature was ſo ſtill. 


III. 


The conſtant Shepherd ſought this Shade, 
By Sorrow ſore oppreſs d; 

Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 
His Pain he thus expreſs'd, 


Ah, 


(141) 
IV. 
Ah wretched Youth! why didſt thou lore, 
Or hope to meet Succels ; 1 4 


Or think the Fair wou d conſtant prove A 
Thy blooming Hopes to bleſs? 4 , 
_ 
Find me the Roſe on barren Sands, | 
The Lilly *midſt the Rocks; 
The Grape in wide, deſerted Lands, | 
The Wolf, a Guard to Flock. l 
| VI. 
Thoſe you, alas! will 5M 
And will more eaſy find,, 
Than meet with aught but cold Diſdain. 
In faithleſs Womankind. 


„ = 
WS erally DU. CAMO SES YA 
Riches hens now win il PULSAR 
Merit they quite deſpiſe ;., «05% 


- 
* 
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The conſtant Lover thro? Deſpair, oP 
* Becauſe not wealthy, dies, 


(142) 
On WI I. 


TRUE WIT i is like the brilliant Stone, 
Dug from the Indian Mine He 
Which boaſts two various Pow rs in one, 


To cut as well as ſhine, 


Genius like this, if poli right, 
With the ſame Gifts abounds 3 FE 
Appears at once both keen and * | 


And ſparkles as f it wounds, 


1 


1 , | 


On the Same. 


O fetter Wit's a vain Intent, 
It gets more Fame by Ponidunent. 


6 ITO 


Md. 
_—_ 
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To Tuo As Noor! of Donore, . EI: on 
the Birth of : bis Son PT. 


R G* D by Deſert, while o'er Haſperian Meath, 
Numbers of ev'ry Rank their Tranſports breath, 


* * 
* 


(14 

And with one common Countenance of Joy, 
Exulting, hail thy new-born Wiſh, a BG; 
Accept this lowly Tribute of my Mule, 
Nor, what my cordial Thoughts inſpire reſuſe 
'Midſt Crouds, who bring their Offerings of Delight, 
Let me throw in my poor officieus Mite: 
| The? mean my Verſe, 1 ſing no'venal Lay, 

And * che ui Affection pay. 


— 


— 


* 1 
SSA > * 
* 
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Wha. Qaggith Bard 1 alen ſupine, 
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Where Meri calls ſo loud, the. Song decline ? 


3180 141100 16 F145 211 


Where manly Worth, with foreſt Beauty meets,, 


by 
SIT 44 


And 4 Mars 5 and / Venys preſs the nuptial Sheets 


210M *579113 2553 280% 
Where poliſh'd Breeding, not the ones Grimace, 
The modeſt, caſy, unaffected Grace. 


1412 Q i 4 _ 
4 4 u TY - COIN 4/8 


The courtly Port, the Belle Addreſs and Aix, 


Let full attended with a Heart. engere I 
And all that's Bays, eaſy, hehe fires, FER 

Dwell in thy Conſort, and, dear Tom, in thee ; ; 
Who ſeldom reſt i in Words, but oft as nes, Se, 
Friendſhip to Afton kk; proceeds ; — 
Unbiaſs'd 


* 


\ 
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— 


* 


Unbiaſs'd, or by Party, Feuds, or Spite, 

And if e er wrong, ftill aiming at the right: 
Where, tho! Maria boaſts Milgſian Birth, 

And fam'd Lorrain be Nugent's native Eartk; 
Both from the vulgar Herd themſelves divide 
By innate Grandeur, not by nauſeous Pride. 
Pride, where we cannot trace our Lineage good, 
Steps in, and largely fills the Void of Blood; 
Hence none are noted more of Pride to ſhew, 
Than thoſe of F ortune TRY and Birth as lows 
While caly of Acceſs, the Well-born draw 

A due Reſped, and naturally ae 
72 needs there more, lov'd Pair, to prove you 


* 
* k 


great, 
Too good midlt Fortunes Smiles to be dle, 
Too wife to build y your Merit on the n 
The tott'ring Baſe of Sums, or r Trade of Land; ; 
— dum with Wealth, . Yidd'a a br gi 


18575 1 . wh. V. 
V , 


Sleam, 
As ſkilful Painting i in a ah Frame 3 


\ F\ 
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But who no Merit has, ſave Wealth, to plead, 
Reſembles Dawb'ry in gilt Framing laid. 


Some there are known ſo ſelfiſh, rather mad, 
To think that Wealth diſpenſes to be bad ; 
That golden Heaps, with Intereſt and Pow'r, 
Are Warrants, but the Weaker to devour: 

But you the juſt, the nobler Path purſue, 
With a full Fortune bleſt, and virtuous too; 
Friendly, ſerene and affable to all, 

Grand with the Grand, and Humble with the Small; 
Scorning the haughty, ſupercilious Eye, 

Averſe to Wrongs, and petty Tyranny : 

Oh heav'nly Match, in Birth and blameleſs Lives, 
Thou the beſt Huſband, ſhe the beſt of Wives. 


Who wou'd not then, dear happy Pair, rejoice, 
Who not congratulate with Heart and Voice, 
When ſafe deliver'd, by the Sire careſs'd, 
The Mother ſmiles, and both deſerv'dly bleſs'd. 
Behold an Infant of the manly Sort, 
The deſtin'd Ornament of Camp or Court; 

Vol. II. K In 
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In whom we may the Mother's ſprightly Face, 
And Father's candid, gen'rous Manners trace; 
In whom, when Nature faints beneath her Load, 
And Sire and Mother ſoar to Heav'n's Abode, 
Still weſtern Midia happily may boaſt, 


Surviving Merit, tho? themſelves we've loſt, 


Dart on thy Mother, lovely Child, a Smile, 
Soon learn her fondling Moments to beguile, 
Soon let thy more than infant Prate preſage, 
Thy future Greatneſs at maturer Age; 

Oh! when ſhe gives the ſweet endearing Kiſs, 
And, not unenvy'd, thou art hugg'd in Bliſs, 
In that bleſs'd Union may her Face imprint 
On thine, her ev'ry graceful Lineament; 
When to her ſnowy Boſom dearly preſt, 
Steal ev'ry Virtue lodg'd within her Breaſt ; 
Nor fail, when dandl'd on thy Father's Knee, 
To catch his Temper by like Sympathy ; 
That a ſweet Mixture of thy Sire and her, 


With Growth of Years, may form thy Character. 
| So, 


( 147) 


So, by reverſe Example, Cupid clad 
In Shape and Habit like th* Anchiſian Lad; 
Unconſcious Dido folding in her Arms, 
Suck'd in Love's Poiſon, gazing on his Charms. 


Ah! may I ſee thee thus not only riſe 
By Birth immediate, beautiful and wiſe ; 
But from a higher Source derive Applauſe, 
Inheriting thy * Uncle's Depth in Laws, 
Urging thy Country's Good, with equal Fame 
Adorn'd with Peter's Talents as his Name. 
Name,—which rehears'd, methinks I ſee from far, 
The Barriſters engag d in wordy War; 
The Cauſe now that, now this Way ſeems to bend, 
The Judges doubt, the Clients dread it's End; 
Juſtice herſelf, with fluctuating Scales, 
Sits dubious on which Side the Right prevails; 
While either is maintain'd with ſuaſive Words, 
And all the Power that Eloquence affords: 

| K 2 e 
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2 Peter Daly, Eſq; 


( 148 ) 


The trembling Party's yet upon a Par, 

Till Daly ſpeaks, the Thund'rer of the Bar, 
His. Client panting as he Silence breaks, 

Bleſſes his Tongue, and thinks an Angel ſpeaks ; 
Now hears him ravel back the mazy Clue 

Of Argument, and ev'ry Turn purſue, | 
Diſplay each adverſe Sophiſm to Light, | 

And mingle ſtrong Conviction with Delight ; 

If Reaſon can't his ſtubborn Foes convince, 
Calm he derides, and laughs them 1 into Senſe ; ; 
Of Conqueſt ſure, with pleaſing Eaſe i imparts 
Some well-tim'd Joke, and plays around their Hearts: 
The Judge attent to all that s by him aid, ; 
Shakes the aſſenting Honours of his Head 
Commands to Silence both contending Sides, 


At laſt for Daly gloriouſly decides. 


Se, when two Armies equally engage, 
Purſuing Glory with alternate Rage, 
Now this, now that, you think prepar'd for Flight, 
So dubious hangs the Fortune of the Fight ; 
*Till 


( x49 ) 


Till ſome great Chief, for Worth of Arms renown'd, 
(Such Britain lately in her Maribro' found) 

Leads on his Troops with not untimely Aid, 

And deals wide FHavock with his whirling Blade; 
Breaks thro? His Foes; impatient of ber 5 

Till Jove AY him the vidtorious _ 


» & 103. 


N or wou'd, 1 have 3 you, darling Boy, diſdain. 
To ks Acquaintance with the Muſes Train, 


89 91 — 


Who Na 3 theirs, . you the leaſt partake ; 


bf 3094 11 11 11 e- 101 f 


The gen, rous Blood « of 1 K. , Blake: J 
Courted by ev'ry, Muſe to Join. their Choir, . — 
And ſpread their Empire as he holds their Fire; z 
vet to thelr Charms i inſenſible as Stone, ek. 
(And in this Pont ungenefbts alone) 

He lights their bffera Cron of deathleſs Bays, 
For not ingloricus, but leſs charming Ways, 


9 K 3 Rejecting | 
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* * Blake, Eſq; 


( 150) 


Rejecting to be ſtil'd Apollo's Son, 
And ſtooping to, but mortal Littleton. 
Say, my lov'd Friend, was't Envy touch'd thy Mind, 
Thus to conceal thy Genius from Mankind, 

Thus, Miſer- like, to hide thy mighty Store, 

And choak the Mine of thy poetic Ore; 


Nor can you plead a natural Reſtraint, 

While lives an * E a, of the * 7 empler's Plaint 
Theſe 3 expoſe to evry View, 

What Wonders more, if minded, you might do; 
Silent ſince which, you prove your Diſregard 

To Gifts Pate or be ſtid. a Bard: 


Roug'd with the Thought, FO ey d in vain, 
To launch my Muſe into a bolder Strain; 
Then to f Galivia fain wou d turn my Song, 


But found I treſpaſsd on her Senſe too lang: 
While 


* „5 „ * 


* Alluding to two Copies of Ver by Mr. Blake addreſſed to 
Mrs. Nugent. 


94 Mrs. Nugent. l | . 1 


( 152 ) 


oy 


While I too daring in my rude-ſung Lays, 

Scarce ſketch the Virtues which I meant to praiſe: 
My Lyre untun'd by Injury of Times, 

And ſpiritleſs the Bard, as are his Rhymes : 

Yet cou'd I not forbear to ſhew my Will, 

Ev'n at the Coſt of ſhewing Want of Skill; 
Attempting thus, ſuch Merit's Height to climb, 


Muſt downwards ſink, and own it too ſublime. 


So, when a wounded Snake ſtrives up to creep 
Some riſing Rock, or Ditch's ſlipp'ry Steep, 
Scarce his own Length advanc'd, he backward falls, 


And ſlow beneath, voluminouſly crawls. 


The DREAM, 


N Corinna's Boſom lying, 


Glayly ſmiling, panting, dying; 
Silent Slumber clos'd my Eye, 
Ready Fancy ſoon was nigh, 


K 4 As 
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As methought I chanc'd to rove 
Up the Cytherean Grove, 
Sudden Raptures filld my Breaſt, 
I my Wonder thus expreſ&d : 
Bleſt Retreat ! and happy they | 
In theſe verdant Mazes play! 
Little Cupid, God of Love, 
Straight came flying from above 
If you ſo delighted be, 
Gentle Strephon, follow me; 5 


Near my Bow direct your Eye, 


Look ye where the Graces lie — 
Further yet, where may be fe, 
N Beauty's fair tranſcendent Queen 


Soon approaching near the Throne, 
Whence this beamy Brightneſs ſhone z 1 
Ev? ry Feature T admir'd, 
Ev'ry Grace my Boſom 87d by 


Eager I ſprung to ſeize her heav'nly Charms, 
And waking, found the Goddeſs in my Arms, 
7 2 The 


(7153) 
The XIXth Ode of ANACRE0N. 


HE Earth's a Drunkard we al 3 : 
And ſo are all the Trees that grow; 
And if Philoſophers ſay true, 
The very Air will tipple too: 
The Sea long ſince has got it's Doſe, 
And ſee how Sol has fir'd his Noſe : : 
The Man i 'th Moon has glols'd his Snout : . 
And thus all Nature drinks about, | 


* 
5 De 
84 
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Then why, my Friends, ſo very tart, 


If I can't do without my Quart. 


An ELEGY. on the Death of Mrs. G——x, 
a Lady juſtly celebrated, . died i in Ju ne, 
1749. 14g1.1 7 1 n nis 


By Mis D =T, of VN 


AY, Bloom-deſtroyirig Death, Ha thou ah 
With female Pride, by low-livd Envy fir'd; 
To ſnatch from Life, this Rival of their Fame? 
This Wit, this Beauty, this excelling Dame! 
Wm Oh! 


(154) 


Oh! no, *twas Heav'n, whoſe Wiſdom ne'er deſign'd 
For this low Sphere, a Genius fo refin'd. 

So rich a Flow'r, deck'd with ſuch lively Senſe, - 
Was ſure to fade, if not tranſplanted hence. 

Th' illuſtrious Stranger, (ſuch ſhe was on Earth) 
Is now return'd, from whence deriv'd her Birth : 
Cceleſtial Soil will nouriſh this fair Roſe, 

Angelic Breaſts no blaſting Envy knows. 

That noiſom Weed, from Heav'n long ſince expung'd, 
In deepeſt Hell, it's wretched Author plung'd ! 
From thence to Earth ! now we alone are curs'd 
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But come, digreſſive Muſe, reſume thy Theme, 

And give to Merit it's diſtinguiſh'd Claim, 

Paint this fair Phenix in a juſter Light , 

This Nature's Di mond, made by Art more bright, 
Ah! what a lovely Groupe of Graces fled, 

When that laſt Breath proclaim'd the Charmer dead 

Then Beauty, Virtue, and exalted Senſe, 

With ſprightly Wit, and white-rob'd Innocence, 
4 United 


* 
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United all, with one Conſent they flew, 
And Joy, and Goodwin, bid the World adieu! | 
The mourning World , for all that knew complain, 
If not for Loſs of her, yet for her Train, 
That Train, compos'd of all the World cou'd boaſt ; 
And, oh! I fear, with her for ever loſt! 
Not ſo, raſh Muſe, perhaps there yet may live, 
In whom theſe Graces may again ſurvive, 
Ye female Throng, that knew this brilliant Star, 5 
Extract her Virtues with induſtrious Care; z 
Strive with each other, who ſhall moſt ſurpaſs, 
And as you may, be what bright Goodwin Was, 
Whoe'er, like her, deſerve the Muſes Praiſe, 
Shall riſe the Subject of ſome future Lays : 
Be honour'd while they live, lamented die, 

| And future Apes ſtrive with this to vie. 


_ Love 


(256) 
Love and REPUTATION. 
A FABLE. Yo 


NCE. on the Way,-as Fable tells, - 
Love, Reputation, greeted ; 
The firſt, like modern Friend, feem'd frank, 
The other, ſhy, retreated. . 


Sir Gravity, ſa id fprightly Love, 


Shall I my Scheme unrayel ? ab 
Companions rare! yet once, for Whim, . : . 


Together let us travel. 


52 


| Nor is this League with empty views 
On either Side, invite l) ü 
Pert Slander hill; in vain, ne | 110! 

| Or you, or the; ufdted. 9 


* 


Agreed away flies eager Love, 
His Wings outſtript the Wind ; 

Whilſt Reputation, ow of F oot, 

Came lagging far behind, 


Tove 


( 157 ) 


Love, ſtopp'd, impatient at his Stay, 
And cry'd, If thus I tarry, 
How many Matches ſhall I ſpoil ? 


How many Prudes miſcarry ? 


How many Vot'ries ſhall I loſe ? 
Yet not my. Faith to ſully, 
P11 teach thee, my dear Friend, tho' new, 


To mark my Progreſs duly. 


When Towns I ſeek, a Wing III plume, 
Your Guide to trace me thither : | 

At Maſquerades, Aſſemblies, Balls, 
You ne'er ſhall miſs a Feather. 


Soft ! ſoft ! ſaid Reputation, Child,- 
To theſe I rarely come: 


So Maſter Love, again you're free 


In random Flight to roam. 


—— 
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Yet, er we part, weigh well my Words, 
With ſtrict Attention mind me; 
Thoſe whom I meet, and me deſert, 
Again ſhall never find-me. 


The Cass of MAN. 


HAT ſtrange Diſorder often ſprings, 
From very light and trivial Things ! 
Which makes Philoſophers conjecture, 


They are from Providence a Lecture, 


To check our Vanity and Pride, 
And many other Faults beſide : 


This gave the firſt Creation Riſe 


Of Maggots, Inſefts, Worms, and Flies, 

Of Bugs, Waſps, Midges, Mice, and Rats, 
And barking Curs, and ſpit-fire Cats; 
That, ſtrive to ſhun em where you will, 


There's one or t'other at you till ; 


(159) 


No Man eſcapes inſidious Vermin, 

From Coat of Frize, to royal Ermin 
From the low Joint-ſtool, to the Throne, 
Theſe Plagues of Egypt favour none. 
And now to point the ſeveral Ways, 


Such Trifles have ſuch Pow'r to teize. 


The lurking Maggot in your Meat, 
Deſtroys your Appetite to eat. 


Proceed to Bed, that Place of Reſt ; 
Lay down your Head, and do your beſt, 
One little ſkipping, ſorry Flea, 

Can chace the God of Sleep away. 


The Bug, that Spawn of rotten Wood, 
Not only ſucks, but taints your Blood. 
At length you ſeize the worthleſs Prize, 
You ſqueeze, he burſts, and burſting, dies; 
But till a greater Curſe you find, 
So ſtrong a ink he leaves behind, 


The 


Calo) 


The crawling Louſe aſſails you next, 
You grope, and grope, you fret, you're vext ; 
This little Speck of Sweat and Dirt, 
Altho' it cannot greatly hurt, 
Yet ſtill it makes you ſcratch and ſhrug, 
As much as the adherent Bug. 


If none of theſe a Rat or Cat, 
Or nibling Mouſe, or buzzing Gnat, 
May come as you're ſupinely laid, 
And break the Peace which Sleep has made; 
So ſlight an Accident deſtroys 


The greateſt of all human Joys! 


If to the Fields you walk for Air, 


What num'rous Squadrons meet you there; 


Flies of all Sorts and Hues you ſee, 

From ev'ry Ditch, and ev'ry Tree; 
Like Duſt in Clouds, or powd'ring Hail, 
Your Face on all Sides they aſſail; 


Eyes , 


(161) 


Eyes, Cheeks, Brows, Lips, and Chin, and Neſe, 
Are all attack d by ſwarming Foes; 
You tap them with your Hands in vain, 

No ſooner off, but on again : 

Such are the Plagues of human Life, 

Doom'd ever thus to live in Strife, 

With Things ſo much beneath our Care, 

To wage an everlaſting War. 


Canſt thou, O Man, be vain and proud, 
When this muſt be by all allow'd, 
One Flea, one Waſp, one Fly, one Drone, 
Thy Power of thinking can dethrone ; 
If perch'd upon your Lip or Brow, 
Can baniſh what you thought juſt now, 
Can break the lab'ring Fancy's Chain, 
And ſet your Brains to work again. 


What Pain the riding Trav'ller feels, 
When barking Curs are at his Heels; 
Vor. II. L He 


(6162) 


He ſtops, he turns, he ſtands at Bay, 
And frights them for a while away; 
But ſtill they teize, and ſtill purſue, 
And keep the bounding; Steed in View; 
Till one Cur bites him to the Bone, 
And almoſt brings the Rider down. 


That Caſe and his is juſt the ſame, 
Who mounts upon the Horſe of Fame; 
Some envious ſnarling Curs purſue him, 
With eager Malice to undo him; 
Till one more fierce than all, thro? Spite, 
Comes up, and gives his Horſe a Bite; 
The bouncing Prancer kicks amain, 

The Rider holds a ſtraiten'd Rein, 
Clings faſt until the Cur has done, 
The Car flies off, and he rides on. 


. 
FF 


„ Poela 


(163) 


Poeta naſoitur, Non At. ö 


HIS TL ES are A. Food, were told 
By learn'd Philoſophers of Old, 3 
Parnaſſus Mount affords a Crop, 

Which ſpridg up far beneath it's Top. 

Of theſe ſome Aſſes having heard, 

Their Courſe about the Mountain ſteer 3 
They clamber'd till their Heads turn'd rourd, 
Ar laſt, the prickly Plant they found 

Loud, hideous Brays their Joys rehearſs, 

And, what is more, they bray'd | in Verſe; 2 
If not in Vetſe, at leaſt, in Rhyme, 

For Aſs to Aſs return'd a Chime : 

At their own Sound in great Surprize 

They danc'd, but cou'd no higher riſe. 

From Critics now, they Bards commence; i 
Toning out Sound inſtead of Senſe. 

The Chardon Juice had made them hope, 

They ſoon mi ght be a Match for Pope. 


. But 


(64 

But, e' er they left thi enchanted Place, 
They proper thought to aſk a Grace: 
When to Apollo thus they pray, 
Since from thy Face a genial Ray 
« Has kindled in us a Fire latent, 
Oh grant us a Poetic Patent; 
And that our Ears, which now ſo long 
* Expoſe us to the vulgar Throng, 
© May not extend ſo high upright, 
Or be with Laurel hid from Sight. 
He, who was with the Muſes quaffing, 
Couꝰ d ſcarcely anſwer them for laughing: 
Go to my Clerks, quoth he, and fee em, 
* Your Ears they'll place, that you ſhan't ſee em. 
*T was thus, if Fame be not a Fibber, 
He ſerv'd our Poet t Co, 
They went—'twas done in Diſcord join'd, 
They ſing, and to their Ears are blind: 
And tho? one's Bray his Friend ſurpaſſes, | 
They're all a Concert ſtill of ſes. 


\ 6163 


To CELIND a, an ber making 4 Collection of 
_ Poetry, 


O high Parnaſſus' ſhady Seat, 

The Muſes ever-green Retreat; 

To Helicon's ſmooth-gliding Stream, 

A beauteous Gueſt, Celinda, came. 

She came, and as ſhe paſs'd along, 

Amazement ſeiz d the tuneful Throng $ : 

| Een Phebus, he whoſe piercing Eye 

Can all the wide Creation ſpy, 

Confeſs'd, the wide Creation der, 

He ne'er ſaw one ſo bright before : 

Een when in Theri“ Mirror clear, 

His own reflected Beama appear. 

And now the Nymph, with graceful Air, 

Thus to each Muſe addreſy'd;her Pray'r,” 

She ſpoke—and Silence reign'& around., 

The Winds forgot their murm ring Sounds 
The liſt'ning Birds forgot their Song 
The Streams the painted Meads among 

| 1 In 


(5166) 


In mute Attention ceasid to glide, 1420 oh 
And Agannipę ſtopp'd' {it's Tide. 
- Hear me, ye ſacred Nine, ſhe ſaid, 
(50 may your Laurel never fade) 


Hear me the pleaſing Cauſe gelatce. 
Why thus I ſought your bliſsful Sea. 
Look here (and then a Book ſhe ſne wd. 

That rich with purple Binding glow'd)::- 

This Bock, oh Muſes, tis my Will 

That you with Poetry ſhou' d. fill. 
With Joy the Preſent Pl receive 
The Preſent you alone can give. 12 
She ſaid, The Willing Nine obexx 
And each their proper Tribute paß: 
Melpomene gave Elegy, le ag won bak ; 
The loftier. Ode Calli: ð OT 
Thalia offer!d Paſtoral i 150 8 N 0 
The Mynnb with Smiles:accepts _ TUE 
But Cupid, who, where er ſhe came ::: 
Incognito purſu'd the Dame ; ind offs arty: 


Sudden 


( 167) 
Sudden reveal'd himſelf to Light: 
Celinda ſtarted at the Sight. 
Muſes, to me reſtore the Book, 
Inrag'd he cry'd, with threat'ning Look 
No Poetry ſhall here be ſeen, 
But what is wrote by Cupid 5 Pen; 
The Fair no Incenſe ſhou'd receive, 
But that which fapplignt Lovers give ; 
To fill this Book is Venus Care, 
What Bus'neſs has the Muſes here? 
To fill this Book ! not thouſands more 
Cou'd &er contain the endleſs Store 
Of Praiſes, which her Merits claim, 
And Love cou'd write on ſuch a Theme. 


* — * — » * 


The XIIIth Ode of ANACREON, 


AT IS, half Woman, Poets ſay, 
Over the Hills, and far away, | 


L 4 


( 168 


Ran, calling oft Obele's Name, 

| To Madneſs fr d with an amrous Flame 
Some, near the Clarian Fountain's Brink, 

| To laurell'd Phous ſacred, drink. 

| Loquacipus Streams, and thus inſpir'd, 

Aloud exclaim, with Madneſs fir d: 

But I, inflam'd with gen'rous Wine, 

Whilſt round my Head rich Ointments ſhine, 

And in my Arms the Fair-one's lad, 

Thus bleſs'd, I will, I will be mad, 


IRE OY * 


1 tc 


The Harrer SAVAGE. 


Happy | bs who never ſaw the F ace 

Of Man, nor heard the Sound of human Voice! 
But ſoon as born, was carry'd and expos'd 

In ſome vaſt Deſart, ſuckled by the Wolf, 

Or ſhaggy Bear, more kind than our fell Race; 
Who, with his Fellow - Brutes, can range around 
The eng Foreſt: His rude artleſs Mind 

Uncultivated 


(169) 


Lncultivated as the Soil — he joins 

The dreadful Harmony of howling Wolves, 

And the fierce Lion's Roar; while far away | 

TY affrighted Traveller retires and trembles, 
Happy the lonely Savage! nor deceiv'd, 
Nor vex'd, nor griev'd, in ev'ry darkſome Cave, 
Under each verdant Shade he takes Repoſe. 

Sweet are his Slumbers — of all human Arts 
Happily i ignorant, nor tau ght by Wiſdom, 
Numberleſs Woes, nor poliſh'd into Torment, 


—_— ͤ»ͤäᷣ„⁴ßñ3à 
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On Mr „ Pope's Death, 


P OPE dead! who'll write his monumental Stone? 
For with him Phebus and the Nine are gone, | 
ANSWE R' D, 
Whoc'er wrote that muſt ſurely be a Fibber, 
Tho Pope is dead, yet ſtill lives Colley Cibber, 


 ComPLaAinT 


4 
CoMPLAINT to the God of Sleep. „ 


| a G of  Heav'n, kind Power of balmy 
Reſt, | 

What Crime has made thee loath my troubled Breaſt ? 

Beneath the Night Dew-Drop the bending Woods, 

And a ſtill Silence calms the gumb'ring Floods; 

O'er the rough Rocks no noiſy Torrent roars, 

And weary'd Waves recline upon the Shores: 

My Eyes alone continual Vigils keep, Ny 

While all the Brute Creations huſh'd aſlcep. 


OS" Las 


The Warxy DAMSEL, 
CE LI, the beauteous ſhining Fair, 
Of all the youthful Swains the Care 
Ador'd by all, by all addreſ#d, - 
Had Charms unparallelFd confeſs'd. - 
Decius, tho far advanc'd in Years, | 
Amidit the Crowd of Youths appears : 


Fancies, 


(thr) 


Fancies a Coach and Equipage - 
May ballance all Decays by Age 
He judges Riches claim Reſpect, _ A 


Where youthful Airs can nought effect: 
Propoſes large Demeſnes t'in tail. 

(A Bait that ſeldom Mrd to hil) 

And why ſo coy? enchanting Fair! 

Can't thefe Propoſals reach your Ear? 

* This Treafure-Hoard, accept, and this, 

As Earneſt of our future Bliſs: 

Ar Balu and Plays you ſhall outſhine 

7 All your whole Sex, if you'll be mine. 

6. Make Way, why, F ellow, ſtand you thers! f 
$ Are Lady Decius Servants here? 

The Women's Envy you'll be then, A 
e And Admiration of the Men!“ 97 
Celia attentive, all he ſaid | 
Had heard, and, like à cautious Maid. 
Throughly the Bliſs propoſed traces, 

Againſ her Gains, her Loſſes, places, 


Honour 


(2) 


Honour has Charms our Sex to move, 

« But where is the Endearment Love ; 

« Wealth, it is true, affords ſome Pleaſure, 
But where is rich Content, that Treaſure ?* 
Thus having canvaſs'd Things, and weigh'd 
In even Ballance all, the Maid 

Wiſely reſolv'd her Choice to fix 

On Thyr/is, not a Coach and Six ! 

The Flame ſhe judg'd, muſt ſoon expire, 
Whofe only Fuel is falſe Fire. 


y Ty _ — — — 9 


Sent to Dr. Ir receiving 4 Ticket fer 
the Benefit of the Lying-in Hoſpital, 
FIROWN. old in Service of the Fair, 

What can I do to ſerve them on? 
My Spirits ſunk, I do declare 
All my Deſires are paſt and gone. 


But 


(173 ) 


But yet, methinks, the Love I owe 
To the Fair Sex throughout, * 
I ought in Gratitude to ſhew 


I can't their Mevitry forſake. 


Like to my Strength, my Bounty's ſmall, 
But if that will at laſt them ſerve; 
Let them partake it one and all, 


I'd rather want, than they ſhou'd ſtarve. 


An Ep IT Arn on a Lady's Lop-dog. 5 


J if thou canſt read at all, thou'lt find, 
Here lies the faireſt of the ſpeechleſs Kind; 
Deſcended from an antient, noble Race 


Of Ladies Lap- dags in their Ladies Grace. 8 
Miſs Abigail, (that was the Lady's Name) 

From Nature's Hand receiv'd a comely Frame; | 
Long Ears, bright Eyes, a ſhort and dimpl'd Noſe, 
A Robe of Ermin, ſpotted ſilken Hoſe, 

With all that Beauty on a Dog beſtows, 


= 


Her 


( 174 ) 


Her acting Principle, think what you pleaſe on, 
At leaſt, twas next to,—if it was not—Reaſon; 
Whether her Soul belong'd to Man or Beaſt, 

Let others with Pythagoras conteſt; 
This Il affirm, were all dumb Brutes like her, 
To moſt that talk, the filent I'd prefer. 
Was ſhe, becauſe ſhe never ſpoke, a Briite * 
How many wou'd appear leſt s fuch, if mute ? 
Brute as ſhe was, her Actions yet were ſuch, 
As to moſt Men muſt ſcem-a warm Reproach. - 
No Truſt ſhe eber betray d, no Friend forgot: 
Nor fawn'd on Perſons when ſhe lik dem not. 
Choice made her live twelve Moons twice told 4 
Maid, oy | 
Obedience made her change her State and wed : 
Then, Phenix-like, ſhe yields her lateſt Breath, 
To make Way for her Secotid-ſelf by Death, 
Who but muſt weep the Loſs of Abigail, | 
That, for her Species-fake, thus greatly fell. 


70 


(175) 
27 DELIA. 


HEN Poets of Old had a Mind to rehearſe, 

A Phillis or Chloe in amorous Verſe ; wt 

In borrowed Beauties, the Fair-one mut ſhine, 

And Nature be riffd to make her divine; | 

The Lilies muſt on her their Whiteneſs beſtow, 

The Pink muſt be robb'd of it's beautiful Glow ; 

Unto her the Vilet it's Sweetneſs muſt yield, AS 

With the Roſe and each Flow'r that decks out the 
Field. | 

But when you, my Delia, I ſtudy to praiſe, 

Your Charms are ſufficient to ſet off my Lays : 

No Need of the Lilly, Pink, Velet, or Roſe, 

As you're ſweeter than theſe, ſo you're fairer than 

| thoſe. * 
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| The Man of SENSE. 


O point out Faults, yet never to offend, 
To play the Critic, yet preſerve the Friend, 
A Life 


(176) 


A Life well ſpent, that never loſt a Day, 

An eaſy Spirit, innocently gay, 

A ſtrict Integrity, devoid of Art, 

The ſweeteſt Manners, and ſincereſt Heart, 

A Soul, where Depth of Senſe and Fancy met, 
A Judgment, brighten'd with the Beams of Wit, 
Were ever your's ;—be what you were before ; 
Be ſtill yourſelf ;—the Werld can aſk no mores 


2 


On Carrots Pic rTURE. 


HEN Chloe's Picture was to Chloe ſhewn, 


Adorn'd with Charms and Beauties not her own ; 


Where Hogarth, pitying Nature, kindly made 
Such Lips, ſuch Eyes, as Chloe never had: 

Ye Gods, ſhe cries, in Extaſy of Heart, 

How near can Nature be expreſs'd by Art! 
Well—it is wondrous like !—nay, let me die, 
The very pouting Lip, the killing Eye! 


Blunt, 


( 177 


— Blunt, as ſevere as Mend in the Play, 1 
Downright replies, —like, Madam, do you ſay, 
The Picture bears your Likeneſs, it is true, 
The Canvaſs painted is, and ſo are you, 


— 


An Ode of Horace imitated. | 
Integer Vite, ſceleriſque purus, &c. 


HENCE all this Fear ? Whence all this Strife 2 
— The Man of ſtrict, unblemiſlod Life; 

The Man of Virtue, pure from Stain, 
Whoſe Thoughts all ſordid Thoughts diſdain; 
Whoſe Hands reject flagitians Deeds, 
No Guard of Gun or Piſtol needs: 
Drags he thro” Ljugojn Hens, or a 
The more than Alpine Hills pf # ales + 
Roams he where Trent, with anany. a Maze. 
Thro' many a golden Valley-Mtrays3, \, 1 1 11 
Takes Howylow-Heath or hoc ter- Hill. 
Still is he calm and happy till. | 
Vol. II, M Safe 


„ 


oy OO Ss 1 


(178) 


Safe in his Chariot, ſafe from Guilt, 
He ſtarts not at the glitt'ring Hilt ; 
Nor, dogg'd in Fancy thro! the Streets, 
Ten thouſand grim Aſſaſſins meets; 
Nor Images with ghaſtly Stare, 
All Shapes of Vengeance and Deſpair, 
All Forms of Danger, and of Death, | 
: Nor bids his Slaves with fault'ring Breath, 
/ * Plant Arms, my F riends, at either Door! 
« Plant Arms behind! plant Arms belore 


Oh! Fuſcus, dare but to be juſt, 
Dare to be faithful to thy Truſt: 
Then, and then only, ſhalt thou find 
The Safety of an honeſt Mind! 

Then ſhalt thou feel beyond Pretence, 
That Virtue is the beſt Defence! 

*Tis not the Youth's ingenuous Pride, 
Tis not the Weapon by his Side, 


That moves thy Fear, that breaks thy Reſt, 


No tis the Dagger in thy Breaſt! 


8 4 
Tis 


| ( 179 ) 


'Tis—(as by Swift divinely told, 

And worthy Character of Gd) 

Tis, that the conſcious Villain reh 

Slow Vengeance, like a Bleed-Hound, at his Heels 
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EAR 1, Haun to thee aſſign d 
Youth, Beauty, Wit and Health, 

But left to Nympbs far leſs reſin dz. * 
— Wealth, oof 1/1 th when 
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(190) 


So, after a Law-ſir of infinite Coft, | 
When Nokes is quie f eee d, and poor Apes has 
3 oft, 


Part * Mor ber Husnak Dis- TRLR, ad 
o dag Gu 
F right I read, Dan Guials gentle: ctfan, 
A Golden Age the Book 6f Fate began; 
The next was Silver, and, as that t decay 'd, d, 
A brazen Leaf the Hand of Time diſplay d; 
The fourth in Iron aller, vis ſ] Pread, 
And/our's,. the Jaſl, and. worlt, ſucceeds i in Lad. 
Hence Dulneſs henlg wich Nice, nd on : 
To dam che Harig x andthe Beck's Hire: 
Hence maums the Mala . 
weeps, 
e Virtue languilths? and Valour fleeps. 
Awake, 


( 181 ) 


Awake, ye Britons } break the ſluggiſh Band 

Of Sloth and Eaſe ! and purge the guilty Land! 
Hear your own Spencer ſtrike the ſpeaking Strings! 
And think he weeps in Fondneſs as ho ſings! 
Think you behold his venerable Shade, 

And that for you ko riſes from the dead ! 

The Tale is his, wy Brutes the humble Theme, 
But *tis to poliſh you he copies them. 

Be wiſe, at laſt, nor let the Bard complain, 


He ſtrove to ſave you, but he ſtrove in vain ! 


Of Old, the Fox and Ape, ambitious grown, 
Of Place and Titles, Riches and Renown ; 
Reſoly'd, in cloſe Cabal, to quit the Sete 
And among Courtiers learn the Courtier's Trade 
By Nature Prompted, both beliey'd, their Skill 
Was Fraud and Lies, and al the Arts of Ill. | 
At Court they heard, to many 4 Wretch's Coſt, 
Theſe Talents flouriſh'g, were eſteem'd the moſt. 
To Court they hie and bo deceiye the Way, 
Contrive their Plots, and meditare their Pre 7. 

M 3 — 


(1829) 


— They meet the Mule; who, with Preferment 
proud, 

Scarce deign'd to know a Pilgrim on the Road: 

With Birth-Day Trappings he was gayly dreſt, 

And Gold and Purple beautify'd b cheſt. 

Lowly they bow'd, but he with lordly Pride, 

O'erlook'd their Homage, all Return deny'd, 

For titled Baſeneſs, with imperious Eye, 

Regards Diſtreſs, or ſtalks unheeding by, 

The fubtle Fox, diſſembling well his Pain, 

With artful Softneſs, thus his Lore began : 

Hail to the Day, Sir Mule, in which I view 

The Child of Virtue honour'd thus in you ! ! 

My Friend, my Patron, whom I long foretold 

To be i in Grandeur's brighteſt Page enroll'd, 

T he Pride and Joy of Cou rts \—vouchſafe to tell 

By what Bleſt Chance your Merit thriv'd fo well 

We Wretches gladly wou'd the Goal ſurvey, 

And where the neareſt Road to Greatneſs oy. 

You beſt can mark the Mazes you have try'd, 

And we ſhall beſt ſucceed with ſuch a Guide. 


He 


( 183+) 


He bow'd, and cexw'd, the Mule, by F latt'ry won, 
Rebuk'd his haughty Heart, and thus begun: 
At Court, *tis true, I made an early Claim 
Of Place and Pow'r, to gild my humble Name. 
But long I vainly ſtruggl'd for the Prize, 

And oft' in Clouds it vaniſh'd from my Eyes: 
Preferment ſeldom proves an eaſy Prey, 
And oft', in Reach, deceitful ſlips away. 
*Tis gain'd with Labour, but with Eaſe tis loſt, 
And they, who hold it longeſt, grieve the moſt ; 
Like Boys on Ice, with winged Heels they flide, 
And know their Pain is equal to their Pride : 
Loath to retreat, and to proceed afraid, 
Urg'd by their Hopes, and by their Fears petray'd. 
— But if this Picture of ſo frail a State 
In vain wou'd warn you, and you wou'd be great; 
To thoſe in Pow'r exert your utmoſt Art, 
And give the Praiſe that's foreign to your Heart 1 
Addreſs, apply, importunately bold, 
And tell his Grace for what you're to be ſold. 

M 4 of 
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If fattring, fawning, lying, won't prevail, 
And, Spite of noiſy Impudence you fail; 
Oppoſe the Man you had careſs'd before, 
Diſtreſs his Meaſures, and defy his Pow'r; 
Cancel your Vows, forego your former Mind, 
And, when you prais'd him, ſwear your Judgment 
blind ; 
Provoke the People to reſent his Deeds, 
And feign your Heart for your dear Country bleeds! 
Perhaps hell feel your Rage, and own *twas wrong 
That Worth like your's, ſhou'd want Regard fo 
long ; 
Perhaps he'll raiſe you then to high Eſtate, 
And, when you leaſt delerve it, make you great : 
Two Maxims only are Preferment's Laws, 
And theſe ſupport the finking Stateſman's Cauſe. 
Whoe'er can aid to ſave him from Diſgrace, 
Demands a Star, a Title, or a Place. 
Whoe'er has Pow'r to throw him from bn high, 
Like a huge Meteor flaming down the Sky, 
3 


(1880 


Is brib'd to ſpare him. Theſe the State divide, 
And Shares of Power are dealt to either Side. 


No more remains, but that you both appear 
As richer, wiſer,” nobler than you are. 
Deceit is Virtue in the Courtier's Eye, 

And Faſhion gives a Sanction to the Lye. 

The Maſque of Merit is the moſt you need, 
And who diſſembles beſt, will beſt ſucceed, 


Adieu] my State admits no more Delay 2 9 


— 


So proudly neighing, he purſu'd his Way. 


— 
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a by the A UTHOR's having been aſeed, 
Why he wrote no Verſes on the LORD LIE u- 
TENANT» 10 


N Pindus Heights the Nine were re ſeen, 
Their Treſſes bound with willow Green 


Deep Silence govern d ev'ry Tongue, 
On ev'ry Brow: Dejection hung. 


Humming 
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Humming an Air, at early Dawn, N 
The Gd of Day tripp'd o'er the Lawn; 
And, glitt ring up the Mountain Side, 
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The tuneleſs, joyleſs Virgins ſpy'd. 


— — ——— 


— 


r * 


Why, faireſt Offspring of your Sire! 
Why ſlumbers thus the golden Lyre! 
* Whence ſprings this Shew of Care ! 
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© Ev'n Mortals now attune their Voice, 
Ev'n Ireland's ſelf can now rejoice, 


Since CHESTERFIELD is there. 


* True Source of Heat, and Health, and Verſe ;'— 
And we wou'd Sr ANHO E's Praiſe rehearſe, * 
But We—ev'n We are mute; 
The vig'rous Flight, the warbling Strain, 
In Praiſe of him were weak and vain! 
No Sounds his Merit uit. 


Others, from us, their Fame derive ; 


He, to himſelf, his own muſt give: 
| Jet 
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Yet We'll awake the Lyre; 
If thou, great Teacher of the Nine, 9 
Will give our well- meant Lays to ſhine, 
0 And heav'nly Thoughts inſpire. 


JOHN WARD, 


Dm 


„ 2 . 


The GENUIRE ENOCTISHMAN. A Familiar 
EPISTLE, 


HO! {killd in Greek and Latin Tongue, 
Whieh Verſe is ſhort, and which is long; 
An Engliſh Heart and Head I ſend, 
Not as a Scholar, but a Friend. 
Here I cou'd prove by wiſe Example, "2 
In Work voluminous and ample, 
That Homer taught in Heathen Greek, 
A Language which he learnt to ſpeak ; 
That old Auacreon Catches ſung 7 
In Taus and Deltas while but young ! 

N That 
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That Poets all, except the Duich, 

If Critics will allow 'em ſuch, 

Compoſe the Poems they excel in, 

In uncouth Rhyme, and aukward Spelling; 
For Blockhead may return from School, 
A Latin, Greek, ar Hebrew Fool: 

In Truth and Reaſon ſtill a Block, 
Tho? deeply learn d in Hic, Hæc, Hoc. 
Still blund'ring in the learned Road, 
Still ſtumble on his Qui, Que, Quod ; 
Still labour in a barren Ground, 
Void of Senſe, but full of Sound : 
Plodding on with muddled Brains, 
And b.indly ſearching dark Remains : 
What Horace ſaid, or Virgil thought, 
How Tully fpoke, how Cæſar fought ; 
While Britain ſcorns to yield to Rome, 
Abroad in Arms, .in Arts at Home : 
Shall Falſhood honeſt Truth betray, 
Or Slaves teach Fremen what to ſay | ? 
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Our Worthies thine in brighter Fame, 
Than Roman or \ Grecian Name J 

[deal Locke inſtructs our Youth 

To underſtand the naked Truth; 
While Newton leads each ductile Soul, 


From Orb to Orb, from Pole to Pole; 


From Star to Star, directs our Way. * 
As certain and as bright as they: 


With Mother-Tongii, and Mother- Wi, 


A Prior and a Pope have writ: 


In Home-ſpun Engli ih Verſe 1 write, 51 20 


What Love of Country can indite, 
Devoted to our Home bre d Drink,” 

I ſpeak what Natives ought to think ; 
Doubly inſpir d, all Health 1 lend, * 
By Comex. ue. to s Country Friend.” © 


H 36d —\ nate? on 


RT | 


(190) 
The FoxcE of Love. 


Omnia vincit *. et nos cedaihus Amori. 


Vige, 
OVE is the Monarch of our Fate, 
And will all conquer, ſoon or late. 
That this is by Experience true, 
I frankly own, —and ſo — you. | 2 Fm 
From Fair to Fair, I * rov'd, iy 


And fatter'd all, but never lov'd ; 
Without the leaſt Concern, Ive ſeen 
Celia's Dimple, Siloid's Mien. 4 = 
Unmov'd I view d Corinna? 8 Eye, "I, 
And lau gh'd to hear fond Lovers ſigh. 
This Cupid An and, ſmiling, cry d, 
Thou haſt too long my Power defy d; 


k 


Preſuming Strephon ! —but Pl ſe, 
Whence this Inſenſibility. 


He ſaid —and to my Eyes cenvey'd 
Chlee, chat dear, enchanting Maid, 
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Chloe, the Sylphs and Sylphids Care ! 
Chloe, the faireſt of the Fair! 
She, in a Moment moy'd me more, 
Than all the beauteous Sex before: 
Confus'd, and trembling, I confeſs'd 
Love's Pow'r, and thus the God. addreſs d. 
-. © Gentle Cupid lend an Ear! 
6 Be propitious to.my Pray'r I 
80 may your extended Sway 
= The whole Univerſe obey. 
« Dear, gentle Cupid, touch her Heart, 
Let Chloe feel che pleaſing Smart. 
Then will I gladly hug my Chain. 
And never wiſn for Liberty again. 
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Oer frowning Juſtice, Mercy's Smiles rejoice. 
Let 
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Let not ſtern Juſtice, then, alone prevail, 

But let ſoft Mercy kindly caſt the Scale. 

Mercies to God, and God-like.Men belong; 

But Right, too rigid, ever turns to Wrong. 

Oh ! ne'er forſake Man's Breaſt the glorious Line 
To err is Human, to forgive Divine !* 


z , * 
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A EPIGRAM. 

O ſparkling Wit, to Knowledge, and to Senſe, 
The World allows Gears has Pretence, 
Envy her not, for fl remain behind, 


Malice and Hatred, and an eus Mind. 42 
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On the Lapis wearing GIRDLES 2u the Bar 
1734, with the . Liberty, Property, and 
no Exciſæ NMH A MA 15 0 


gin Bobierouded Sanate oninly tries, H 5 
To r our Liberties by hard Exciſe; ; 
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Whilſt that is free which gives Mankind Deſire, 
Which loſt the World, and ſet old Troy on Fire: 
Still ſtranger, kept from which by hard Reſtraint, 
Great Theodofius wou'd have turn'd a Saint. | 
Go on, dvd Knight, and do but ſpare my Theme, 
Let all Things elſe be ſubject to thy Scheme: 
Pl never grumble, never whilſt I ſee, 


It is proclaim'd beneath the Girdle free. 


— 7 — SO FY — 
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On Dr. Bux DOx's eſcaping a Storm in the 
Yatch, the Tear | 


OT Nepþtun?s Power o'er the Main, 


Nor Pallas's Petition vain, 
To drown a Wretch doom'd for ſome other End; 
Nor Yenus's prevailing Prayers, 
Nor Proteus artful Jokes and Airs, 
Conſpir'd to ſave our worthy, honeſt Friend: 
| A Pow'r Supreme, that guards the Juſt and Good, 
Appeas'd the Storm, and calm'd the angry Flood. 
Vol. II. * The 
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T J HENCE came the Title, or what lovely Fair 


Did firſt, or now, the glorious Name does bear, 


The preſent Subject of my Muſe ſhan't be, 
Since am'rous Beaux do daily diſagree, 
As much as Belles themſelves, who ſhall be ſhe. 


In Truth and Virtue's Charms who ſtrives the moſt, 


I ever ſhall declare the reigning ToasT. 


— 


An Errrarn on a Dog that belonged to her 
late Majeſiy Queen ANNE. 


By a YouNG NoBLEMAN, 


1 F Wit or Honeſty cou'd ſave 

Our mould'ring Aſhes from the Grave, 
This Stone had yet remain'd unmark'd, 
J ſtill wrote Proſe, and True ſtill bark'd; 
But envious Fate has claim'd it's Due, 
Here lies the mortal Part of True ; 

His deathleſs Virtues muſt ſurvive, | 


To better us that are alive, 
His 
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His Prudencegand his Wit were ſeen, 

He own'd the Power, and lov'd the Queen Vain 
By Love, Obedience he confeſs'd, 22 

That ſerving her was to be bleſs'd. 

Ye Murmurers, let True chick 

That there are Beaſts and Dogs have Senſe: 
His Faith and Truth all Yitebal knows, = 
He ne'er cou'd fawn-or flatter thoſe, - 

Whom he believ'd were Amos Foes. 

Neer ſkulk'd from whence his Sov' reign bid him, 
Nor ſnarPd againſt the Hand that fed him. 


Read this, ye Stateſmen now in Favour, - 


And mend your own by True's Behaviour. 


— — 


EPIGRAM 07 the Firſt of April, Rr 


ATURE is riſing from the dead, 
Froſts and Scythian Snows are fled ; 
Boreas to his Cavern creeps, ; 
And, tir'd with Winter- blut ring, Neeps: 
N 2 Soft 
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Soft Zephyrs from the Ocean move, 1. 
The Birth-place of the Queen of Love; 
And o'er the Meadows, Hills and Dales, 
Play with their reviving Gales ; 
Chaſing all Diſcontent and Care, 

And ev'ry Sadneſs, but Deſpair. 


Ah! Chloe, when, my charming Fair? 


The LAss's CHoICE. 


TE ® the bold Youth, who aims to win me, 
know, 

J hate a Fool, a Clown, a Sot, a Beau ; ; 

T loath a Sloven, I deſpiſe a Cit, 

I ſcorn a Coxcomb, and I fear a Wit. 

Let him be very rich, and very kind; 

Charm'd with my Virtues, to my Follies blind. 

Let him be gentle, brave, good-humour'd, gay, 

Let him in ſmaller Things with Pride obey J 

Yet wiſe enough in great ones to command : 

x me but the Youth, —and here's my H and. 
M YL RTILLO. 
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4 PASTORAL Poem, lamenting the Death of 
a — 


Dum juga Montis Aper, Fluvias dum Piſcis . 
Dumque Thymo paſcentur Apes, dum rore Cicade : 
Semper Honos, Nomenque tuum, Laudeſque manebunt, 

Vi RG. 


* E weeping Muſes, with fad 1 Pomp attend, 
And pay your Tears to a departed Friend! 

Forſake awhile your bright Caſtalian Spring, 

And let each Nymph a Cypreſs-Garland bring. 


Ye Swains that lov'd Myrtillo on the Plains, 
Now ſing his Obſequies in mournful Strains : | 
Come, all his Friends, his Friends he lov'd ſo dear, 
And on his Grave, ſhed each a orateful Tear, 

In Depth of Sorrow, let us all deplore, 
Artillo's dead! Myrtillo is no more ! 


*Tis done, and all our da Sweets decay, 
And gloomy Darkneſs intercepts the Day ; 
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Around the Groves, the ** Bloſſoms lie, 
With him they bloom d, alas! with him they die. 
The warbling Birds now hover on the Wing, | 
Untaught by him, they quite forget to ſing: 

His penſive F locks unheeded wandiing ſtray, | = 
And with their Shepherd too, have loſt their Way. 
In Depth of Sorrow, let us all deplore, 

Myriillo's dead! Myrtillo is no more | 
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Behold his Crook neglected where it lies, 
To quench our Thirſt his Bottle ſtill denies 3 
His little Cur that watch'd the tender Sheep, 
Upon his Grave now howls himſelf aſleep ; 
His tuneful Reed which daily ſooth'd our Cares, 
Now uſeleſs grown, upon the Graſs appears; 
And all his Lambkins ſportive as they were, 
Now drooping ſtand, and, bleating, fill the Air: 
In Depth of Sorrow let us all deplore, 

Myrtillo J dead ! Myrtillo is no more! 


Miyrtilis 
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Myrtillo liv'd the Joy of ev'ry Swain, 
Belov'd by all, he ruPd the happy Plain; 
Conſtant in Friendſhip, in his Love ſincere, 
Prudently gay, and virtuouſly ſevere ; 
Content with Fortune, and to Heav'n reſign'd, 
Chearfully bounteous, charitably kind ; 
So good, that all who knew him ſure was bleſt, 
When of Myrtillo's Company poſſeſod. 
But now with Sorrow let us all deplore, 


Myrtillo's dead! Myrtillo is no more! 


For him, our Feaſts and Sports we yearly held, 
And always crown'd him Maſter of the Field; 
To him each Nymph, as Pledges of her Heart. 


And Groves with Repetitions of his Name did ring; 
But now all Pleaſure from the Field is flown, 
Since with our Joys, alas! Myrtillo's gone. 
In Depth of Sorrow let us all deplore, 
Ahrtillo's gone | Myrtillo is no more 
N 4 Alas! 
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Alas! wha can the pifeous Fall relate, 
Or tell his virtuous Confort's mournful State! 
A Wife poſſeſs'd of ev'ry ſhining Grace, 
80 chaſte, ſo juſt, ſne cannot bear Encreaſe; 
Such bright Perfections were by Heav'n deſign'd 
To bleſs Myrtillo's Arms, and charm his Mind: 
But this fad Loſs her widow'd Life attends, | 
She wants the. beft of Huſbands, beſt of Friends, 
In Depth of Sorrow let us all deplore, | 
Myrtillo's dead |. Myrtillo is no more. 


Now, all around a glomy Silence reigns, 
And dark*ning Miſts oerſpread the loneſome Plains; 
Thoſe Plains that oft have eccho'd ta his Lays, 
Which ſweetly lull'd the liſt'ning Flocks to Eaſe : 
How often were the blithſome Laſſes ſeen, 
With artleſs Footfteps, dancing on the Green ; 
Whilſt from his Pipe melodious Strains did flow, 
Which made our Hearts with ſofteſt Tranſports 


glow, L 


But 
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But now with Sorrow let us all deplore, 
Myrtillo's dead | Myrtillo is no more! 


Ah! hapleſs I, that live this Day to ſee, 
This Day, alas! this Day of Woe to me! | 
No more ſhall Hills with ſhrilling Pipes reſound, 
Nor Boys, nor Virgins, dance with Garlands crown'd ; 
Henceforth the Morn ſhall dewy Sorrows ſhed, 
And Ev'ning Tears upon the Graſs be ſpread; 
When rolling Streams with wat'ry Grief ſhall flow, 
And Winds ſhall moan aloud, when loud they blow : 
in Depth of Sorrow let us all deplore, 
Myrtilla's dead! Myrtillo is no more! 
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VERSES written on a Young Gentleman's falling 
in Love with alady in Church. 


NE Sunday, entering the Houſe of Prayer, 
Damon beheld a matchleſs Beauty there: 
A Nymph fo bright, of fuch a pleaſing Grace, 
The Cod of Love ſat ſmiling in her Face; 
* 
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The little Rogue out of his Quiver drew 

A Dart, that ſurely wou'd the Buſineſs do: 

No Feather better pois'd, a ſharper Head 

None had, and ſooner none, and {i urer ſped ; 
He bends his Bow, he draws it to his Ear, 

Thro' Dawes Heart it drives, and fixes there. 
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To a YouNG Lady, on ber Birth-Day. 
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T O Mirth, and Feaſt, and harmleſs Sport, 
Let penſive Thought give Way ; 
Ye Loves and Graces, here reſort, 
| To celebrate this Day; 
This Day, dear Miſs, fo juſtly due 
To Friendſhip, and my Love for You. 


May no dull Care Admittance find, 
To cloud or diſcompoſe your Mind ; 
Nor Sadneſs, with her gloomy Train, 
Nor Sickneſs cauſe the ſmalleſt Pain; 7 
; þ With 


_ wr 
With Pleaſures innocent and gay, = uy: 
Smooth glide your happy Hours away. 


May ev'ry Joy attend you, 
Nor Sorrow may you know, 
May bounteous Heav'n befriend Ny 
With all it can beſtow, 


| 


A LAST WILL and TESTAMENT. 


O my dear Wife, 
My Joy and Life, 

I freely now do give her 
My whole Eſtate, 
With all my Plate, 


Being juſt about to leave her. 


A Tub of Soap, 
A long Cart-Rope, 
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© A Frying= 
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A Frying-Pan and Kettle; 
An Aſhes-Pail, 
A Threſhing-Flail, 
An Iron-Wedge and Beetle, 


Two painted Chairs, 
Nine Warden-Pears, 
A large old Dripping-Platter ; 
| T he Bed of Hay, 
On which I lay, 
An old Sauce-Pan for Butter. 


A little Mug, 
A Two- Quart Jug, 
A Bottle full of Brandy; 
A Looking-Glaſs, 
To ſee your Face, 
You'll find it very handy. 


A Muſket true 
As ever flew, 
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A Pound of Shot, and Wallet; 
A Leather Saſh, 
My Callabaſh, 


My Powder-Horn, and Bullet. 


An old Sword-Blade, 

A Garden-Spade, . 

A How, a Rake, a Ladder; 
A Wooden-Can, 
A Cloſe-Stool-Pan, 

A Clyſter-Pipe, and Bladder. 


A greaſy Hat, 

My old Ram-Cat, 

A Yard and Half of Linen; 
A Pat of Greaſe, 
A Woollen-Fleece, 

In Order for your ſpinning. 


A ſmall Tooth Comb, 
An Aſhen-Broom, 


A Can: 
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A Candleſtick, and Hatchet; 
A Coverlid, 
Strip'd down with Red, 

A Bag of Rags to patch it. 


A ragged Mat, 

A Tub of Fat, 

A Book, put out by Bunyan, 
Another Book, 
By Robin Rook, 

A Skain, or two, of Spun-Yarn. 


An old black Muff, 

Some Garden-Stuff, 

A Quantity of Borrage; 
Some Devil's-Weed, 
And Burdock-Seed, 

'To ſeaſon well your Porridge. 


A Chafing-Diſh, 
With one falt Fiſh, 
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If I am not miſtaken ; 
A Leg of Pork, 
A broken Fork, 
And Half a Flitch of Bacon. 


A Spinning-Wheel, 
One Peck of Meal, 
A Knife without a Handle ; - 
A ruſty Lamp, 
Two Quarts of Samp, 
And Half a Tallow-Candle. 


My Pouch and Pipes, 
Two Oxen-Tripes, 
An Oaken-Diſh well carved ; 
My little Dog, 
And ſpotted Hog, | 
With two young Pigs juſt ſtarved: 


| This is my Store, 


I have no more, 
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I heartily do give it; ith 
My Days are ſpun, 
My Life is done, 
And ſo I think to leave it. 


To Eſq; on the Death of his Lavy, 


LOW, gentle Grief, in melting Numbers flow, 

Expreſſive of the ſoft Complaints of Woe. 

Shall Delia, late the Praiſe of ev'ry Tongue, 

Sung whilſt alive, remain in Death unſung ? 

Genius of Verſe, forbid ! not Tears alone 
Suffice, when we her early Fate bemoan. 

The Muſe a few ſad Moments ſhall employ, 

To ſpeak of her, the once dear Theme of Joy. 

Ye blooming Nymphs, whom Life's beſt Seafon 

warms, 

Whoſe Youth effulges, and whoſe Beauty charms ; 
No more your flow'ry Glories vainly boaſt, 
Ah, ſee how ſoon that flow'ry Glory's loſt 1 
. There 


9 
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There cold in Death's dark Boſom Delia lies! 

So Pleaſures vaniſh, and fo Beauty flies 

What late had all the Power that Females know, 
To make the Stubborn bleed, and Gentle glow, 
To quell the Furious, and the Cold to fire, 

To tame the Savage, and the Dull inſpire ; 

Now preſs'd beneath a Turf, it charms no more, 
The Scene's ſhut up, and all the Glory's ver. 
Such the gay Belle, ſurviving Belles ſhall ſee, 
And ſuch the faireſt now, e'er long ſhall be. 


Scarce had our Orb around the central Sun 
Twice thro the bright celeſtial Figures run, 
Eer he, who with ſuperior Pleaſure joy'd, 
Saw all the Proſpects of his Bliſs deſtroy'd. 
Ah! ſay, my Friend! for thou, or none, doſt know, 
Is human Joy a Match for human Woe ? 
If, when thou ſcan'ſt this bliſsful Scene of Lis, 
Delia, thy conſtant Maid, and faithful Wife ; 
Thy fleeting Thoughts the tranſient Joys purſue, 
And ſhining Viſions ſwim before thy View ; 
Vol. II. O Then 
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Then turn th' attentive Mind, and calm ſurvey, 
(If calm thou canſt) that ſad, ill-fated Day, 
When, never thou to ſee thy Delia more, 
Wept on behind, thy Spouſe a Corpſe before; 
Thy Friends about, with ſilent Steps, and flow, 
Blend with thy Grief, and mingle with thy Woe. 
Now o'er the Grave, with Heads inclin'd they bend, 
Thou mourn'ſt the Spouſe, and they lament the 
Friend. 
Till deep is laid the Coffin under Ground, 
And ſtruck with Mould, returns a frightful Sound. 
Ah then! what Words thy inward Pangs can tell? 
Nor Tongue can utter, nor can Tears reveal; 
As all thy dear Delights had paſs'd before, 
But to em̃bitter future Ills the more. 
Nor Grief inferior melts my Soul with thine, 
Thy Sighs I ſigh, thy Plaints my Plaints adjoin. 
A fad Abrupt amidſt our Joys I ſee, 
Ev'n only Half a Friend ſurvives in thee. 
No more ſhall Delia bleſs our ſocial Hours, 


With unaffected Wit, and ſweet Diſcourſe. 
| *T was 
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»Twas her's to charm, with all the Pow'r of Senſe, 
With gen'rous Freedom, Truth, and Innocence ; 
Eaſy, not careleſs, - thoughtful, yet ſerene, 

Great, without Pride, and humble, but not mean. 
Now Delia's gone, no more theſe Virtues ſhine, 

Yet ſtill recorded in this faithful Line; 

If aught the Muſe can ſay, the World believe, 

Her Name, her Honour, and her Praiſe ſhall live. 


VERSES made at SEA. 


O more, ye Muſes, tell of verdant Plains, 


Where beauteous Nymphs are ſung by coward Swains; 
Where Damon, big with Love, to Foreſts goes, 
And am'rous Lowns to Trees declare their Woes ; 
Where ſqueaking Pipes the Fair-one's Worth pro- 
claim, | 

And docile Woods learn to repeat her Name ; 
Where uſeleſs Sighs the Winds to Phillis bear, 
And Damon only dies in Metaphor. 

0 2 I like 
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I like Love- Scenes, drawn from the watry Plains, 
F raught with ſtout Heroes, and intrepid Swains; 
Where Ports are pretty Philliss, and Lowns, 
When deſtitute of Nymphs, in Love with Towns; 
Where Sails are th' only Leaves which Damon lees, 
And Linus talk to Maſts, inſtead of Trees ; 
Who never ſigh, but when the Zephyrs fail, 
Then ſend a Breeze of Sighs t' improve the Gale. 
In regal State, ſee here the Sovereign- Swain 
(The Winds his Guards) rides o'er the Subject- Mann: 
Hark ! with majeſtic Voice untaught to ſqueak, : 
Steady ! he cries, and ſtruts along the Deck : 
The Words far- diſtant Cabbins quickly learn, 
And ſteady ! ſteady ! ecchoes from the Stern. 
His Heart impatient, he, tho Billows riſe, 
And Leagues divide, ſalutes her with his Eyes: 
On Top-Maſt perch'd, when Drums and Trumpets 
| fail, | | 
They march before to tell the am'rous Tale. 
Does Night approach ? &en then he ſkims the Deep, 
And flies to kiſs his Miſtreſs when aſleep. 


Quick- 
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Quick-Sands and Rocks he ſcorns, fir'd with her 
Charms, | 

Nor quits his Courſe till harbour'd in her Arms; 

Or, if that Bliſs ſeverer Fate denies, 


He acts the Lover. honeſtly, and — dies. 


The Seamen's Addreſs to the KING. 
3,0" LINER-059o 335! , 


OST gracious Sov*reign Lord, may't * 
1 . the Homage of the Seas; 
Neptune, now under W "FOR „ ant 201 


Craves Leave to come,>and kiſs:your. Hand, 
And we, your Servants, Sons to him, 

Give you three Cheers from Stern to Stem; 
And, pray whilſt we can ſplice a Rope, 

You'll live, the Anchor of our Hope: 


May you long ride in gentle Gale, 

And may your Offspring never fail. - 

Receive theſe Tributes as they: run, 

Rough as the Element they're on: 
$I O 3 For 
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For they're ſincere, howe'er they ſhew, 
Nor do they from mean Cuſtom flow, 
But from the Senſe of what we owe. 

Our Duty does not bounce or boil, 

Our Pens not dipt in Oxford Oil. 

We uſe no Tinſel-Art to prove 

The Force and Ardour of our Love: 

But come, like open-hearted Folk, 
And tell you, We're your Hearts of Oak, 
And true as cove ftruck'a Strobe. | 
Nor ſhall we make our Paper ſound. 
With twenty Shillings in the Pound; < --- 

As loyal Totneſs heretofore 
Tho, if we cou'd, we wou'd give more: 
But we will giwe you what we can, Nigg 
We'll all ſtand by You to a Man. 
Speak, and we'll let our Pounders fly, 

And make the World dance Barnaby. 
Bring the Pretender to the Geer, i I 2:50: 
And cut off all the Rebels Ear 


* 1 
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Annex Cape-Breton to your Crown, 
And all your foreign Foes pull down ; 
Make Lewis and his R obey 

Your Scepter, keep us but in Pay. 
If the King aſks, Who are you then ? 
We humbly anſwer, Honeſt Seamen. 
Who elſe dare aſk ? We anfwer bluff 
We're Seamen, Sir, and that's enough. 


Upon ſeeing a Young Lady parnt on Glaſs. 


THEN Beauty, Art and Genius join to form 


Some curious Piece, adorn'd with ev'ry Charm, 


All vain Pretenders it muſt ſoon diſarm. 


When &er the Pencil Flara takes in Hand, 
The Graces ready to aſſiſt the Fair, 
Wait for Employment, and about her ſtand, 


. To ſoften ev'ry Touch, and ſweeten ev'ry Air. 
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The various Colours with officious Zeal, 
Mix of themſelves into the brighteſt Hue, 
As her fair Hand they ſenſibly cou'd feel, 


All rivalling each other to outdo, 


When Colours, Graces, and the Arts combine, 
To aid ſweet Flora's elegant Deſign 
The Piece muſt, like herſelf, appear divine, 


— 


To à very pretty LADY, on her uſing Paint, 


ON' T, Celia, ſtrive that Face to mend, 


Where Nature play'd her Part; 


That Venus gave Mankind t'inſlave; 
Art ſpoils the Beauty Nature gave, 
And Nature ſpoils your Art. 


Jo paint a Ruby, wou'd you let 
The ſxeilful'ſt Artiſt try ? 
'Thoſe Lips, why (more than Rubies red) 
Do you with fading Colours ſpread, 


That in the uſing die. 
: : Wou'd 
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Wou'd you with baſer Ceruſs daub 
A Buſt of Alabaſt ? 

No ſure it wou'd the Thing debaſe, 

Do you then leſs regard your Face, 
That Ceruſs there is plac'd. 


What daring Hand attempts the Flow'r, 
Muſt find his Colours ſhort, - 

The beauteous Colours that compoſe 

Your Face, the Lilly, and the Roſe, 
Are but prophan'd by Art. 


Who ſees the charming White and Red, 
Your riſing; Beauties wear, 

Can condeſcend t admire thoſe, 

That you before the Evening's Cloſe, 
Unſkilful painted there? 


But if ſtill of a new Face fond, 

There is a cheaper Way, 
Than thus to fpoil 70 Features, wear 
On your own Face a Smile, ne'er fear, 


But thouſands will obey, 
| An 
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An EPISTLE 7 @ Lavy. 


ww the Heart achs with Anguiſh, pines with 
Grief, 

And Heat'n and you alike deny Relief; 

When ev'n the Flatt'rer, Hope, is no where found, 

Tis hard to feel the Smart, and not lament the 
Wound. 

Permit me then, to ſigh, one laſt Adieu, 

Nor ſcorn a Sorrow Friendſhip owes to you :” 

A Friendſhip, Modeſty might well-return'; - 

A Sorrow, Cruelty itſelf .might. mourn, 


Think how the Miſer, pierc'd with inwürd Pain, 
Looks down with Horror on the troubl'd Main; 
Or wildly roams along the rocky Coaſt, 

T' explore his Treaſures in the Tempeſt loſt; 
Hates his own Safety, chides the Waves that roll'd 
Himſelf aſhore, but ſunk his dearer Gold. | 

Like him afflicted, penſive, and forlorn, _ 


I look on Life, and all its Pomp with Scorn. 
| You 
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You was the Sweet*ner of each buſy Scene, 
You gave the Joy without, the Pain within, 
Pleaſure, and you, were both ſo near ally'd, 
That when I loſt the one, the other dy'd. 
Pain too has laviſh'd all her Killing Store 3 
Nor ſhe can add, nor can I ſuffer more. 


In vain I view'd you with as chaſte a Fire, 
As Angels Win or as Saints admire; 
By Reaſon prompted, Paſſion had no Part, | 
A virtuous Ardour, that refin'd the Heart. 
In vain.I ſought a Friendſhip free from Fault, 
Where Sex and Beauty were alike forgot: 
A Friendſhip by the nobleſt Union qoin'd, 
The female Softneſs; and the manly Mind. 
Courage to conquer Evils, or endure, 
Sweetneſs to ſooth the Pain, and Smiles to cure. 
Scandal, a buſy Friend, in'Truth's Diſguiſe, 
Like Fame, all cover'd Ger with Ears and Eyes, 
Learns the fond Tale, and ſpreads it as ſhe flies. 

. | eee Nor 
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Nor ſpreads alone, but alters, adds, defames, 
Affects to Pity tho' her Duty blames, 

Feigns not to credit all ſne ſees or hears, 

But hopes the Evil only in her Fears. 

Pretends to weigh the Fact in even Scale, 

And wiſh, at leaſt, that Juſtice may prevail. 
Inſinuates, diſſembles, lies, betrays, 
Plays the whole Hypocrite ſuch various Ways, 
That Innocence itſelf muſt ſuffer Wrong, 

And Honour bleed the Prey of Slander's Tongue. 


Such is my Fate, ſo grievous my Diſtreſs, 
Condemn'd to ſuffer, but deny'd Redreſs: 
Too fond of Joy, too ſenſible of Pain, 
To part with all that's dear, and not complain: 
Too delicate, to injure what I love, 
Or aſk the Pity Fame will ne'er approve. 
What more remains, then, but to drop my Claim, 
And by my Conduct, juſtify my Flame? 
Burſt the dear Bands that to my Heart - ſtrings join, 


And ſacrifice my Peace to purchaſe thine? 
| As 
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As the fond Mother, who delirious eyes * 


Her dying Babe, will ſcarce believe it dies: 

But ſtrains it ſtill with Tranſport in her Arms, 
Dwells on it's Lips, and numbers o'er it's Charms; 
Pleads that it ſlumbers, and expects, in vain, 

To ſee the little Cherub live again. 

So my torn Heart muſt all the Sorrows move, 
That torture Conſtancy, or ſadden Love : 

Yet fondly follow your dear Image ſtill, 

Fancy I hear you ſpeak, I ſee you ſmile : 

Doat on a Phantom, idolize the Name, 


And wiſh the Shade and Subſtance were the ſame. 


Alas! | how fruitleſs is the idle Pray Tr 
The Joys imagin'd, real the Deſpair. | 
I ike Adam, forc'd his Eden to forego, 

I loſe my only Paradiſe below, 


And dread the Proſpect of ſucceeding Woe. 
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Lines written extempore in a Lady's Guide 
| to Devotion. 

EE here what lovely Shape Devotion bears, 
When kneeling Beauty bends in pious Pray'rs ; 
How all the Saint the Virgin does improve, 

And fires our Souls with ſomething more than Love; 

Bids us to Virtue like her own aſpire, 

And into Glory ſanctifies Defire. 

By Beauty lur'd, we gaze upon the Shrine, 

And catch*d the holy Flame that burns within. 

All other Arts the Lover now diſdains, 

Nor brittle Vows he brings, nor flatt'ring Strains; 

Conſcious that Virtue only here muſt plead, 

And that which gains us Heav'n muſt win it's fav” rite 
Maid. 

Thus, thou bleſt Nymph, beyond this Grave, divine, 

At once the Soul doth revidh, and refine 

Thyſelf our moſt exalted Bliſs below, 

And ſureſt Guide to that which Angels know. 


Part 
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Part of the LXVIIIth Ps AL NM paraphraſed. 
I. 


JE Gon, once great in Anger, riſe | 
Againſt his Rebel Enemies, 
A ſudden Dread ſhall ſhoot thro? all the Hoſt, 
Their Strength all wither'd, and their Fierceneſs loſt. 
Then ſhall they in Confuſion and Amaze, 
Thro? ſilent Woods, and unfrequented Ways, 
Scatter*d recede : In vain they fly, 
What Screen from th* omnipreſent Eye? 
Can aught their wretched Flight fecure ? 
What Shield againſt th AL MIGHTY Pow's ? 


II. 
As Smoak, when driving Tempeſts riſe, 


Soon leaves the Ken of mortal Eyes, 
Or as the Wax, which quick decay, 
Before the Flame conſumes away ; 
So ſhall the Wicked all 
At thine offended Preſence fall, 
Whilſt nought but Vengeance ſhall be found, 


And Death in all his Horrors rage around. * 
b 
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III. 
But let the Righteous baniſh Fear, 
With Joy th' ALmicaTy's Preſence bear; 
He ſhall their Songs of Praiſe employ, 
Their God to ſave, and not deſtroy ; 
His Mercy as his Wrath ſhall ſtand confeſt, 
And as the Wicked die, the Virtuous ſhall be bleſt, 


% 


IV. | 
With Love, with Joy, with holy Tranſport, ſing, 


Let Seas, Earth, Air, and Heav'n's wide Concave 
ring, 
With joint Acclaim to Gop for ever KING. 
Let univerſal Nature join, 
To celebrate the Pow'r divine. 
"Tis Gov, the firſt, th* eternal Cauſe, 
*Tis He who. ſets the World it's Laws ; 
O'er bak Earth, Air, his Sway maintains, 


And holds th' Immenſity of Heav'n in Reins. 


Say. 
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V. 


Say, whence theſe Sighs and Tears? to ſhew 
The Orphan's Wait, or Widow's Woe ? 
God in his holy Manſion hears 
Their mournful Cries, and pious Pray'rs. 
He hears, nor is he flow his Help to ſend, 
The Orphan's Father, and the Widow's Friend. 
The fierceſt Diſcord he controuls, 
And breaths the ſame Deſires in diff*rent Souls, 
And ſcatter'd, whilſt the Foes to Virtue roam; 
Some Wood their Shelter, or ſome Den their Home: 
Then, when no other Hopes are left, than he, 
The bleſſed Author of ſweet Liberty, 
Breaks the tyrannic Bonds, and ſets the Captive 


free. 


VI. 


o Gov, when clad in terrible Array, 

Thro' the parch'd Wilderneſs thou took'ſt thy Way, 
The Earth with ſtrange Convulſions ſhook, 
Unable to ſuſtain thy Look ; 

Vor. II. P Ev'n 
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Ev'n Sinai trembl'd as it's Gop drew nigh, 
And, nodding, own'd the DEITv. 
Thick heavy Clouds with gather'd Darkneſs lowr'd, 
And from their breaking Wombs a fruitful Deluge 
pour'd. | 
Then didft thou ſend the gracious Rain, 
When thine Elect were fad ; 
And ſmiling Fields reviv'd again, 
Again the Earth was glad. 


Dick the Skx TON” S0LILOGUY. 
I. 
1 A Miner by Trade, 
With a Mattock and Spade, 
(But to what a blind Chance do we truſt !) 
I dig like a Möle, 
But find aſter all, 
T've. noching to hoad-up but Duſt. 


When 
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"= 
When a Son's ſolemn Knell, 
Opes a Miſer's deep Cell, 
How gently I heave up the Stones ; 
But how I bemoan 


His Fate — and my own, 


For there's nothing to pick but the Bones. 
III. 


Not many Feet thence, 
Lies a Wit of bright Senſe; 
To work I manfully go: 
Lack-a-day ! how I pout, 
When nought I turn out, 
But a Thing like the Skull of a Beau! 


IV. 


Here lies honeſt Ned, 
Who drank himſelf dead, 


b P 2 
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But when to the Bottom I dip, 
Tho? he water'd his Clay, 
Both by Night and by Day, 
I ſhall find him as dry as a Chip. 
„ : 
Then, ye Sots, and gay Cits, 
Ye Miſers, and Wits, 
You had better ſit down, and agree 
Tho? you make ſuch a Rout, 
And flutter about, D 
Dic the Sexton can tell what you'll be. | 


E P L*GQ «RA +: 
Morsd whipping her Scarf on, feuds away to the 
Park, | 
And cries, for a Venus I'Il paſs in the Dark. 


With her Hoop ſpreading wide, and her ſoft ſoothing 
Tale, 3 

She knows her cbarſe Features may ſometimes pre- 

| vail. 


Well, 


(229) 


Well, the Baggage plays arch, thus to wound in the 
Night, . te DIR; 

Since her Face wou'd ſtrike dead, if reveal'd in the 
Light, 


— nn _y 
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An Imitation of Hon Ack, Book III. Ode IX. 
Damon and LyDIA. 


J. 
NE Ev'ning the lovelieſt Pair, 
That ever frequented the Plain, 
Bright Lydia, th all· conqu' ring Fair, | 
And Damon, the beautiful Swain, 
| Sat down in a Jeſſamine Grove, 
Where a murmuring Rivulet ſtray'd, 
When Damon, to kindle old Love, 11 9 
Thus ſoftly reproached the Maid. 
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. 
D. O Lydia ! while I was that He 
That only was bleſs'd with your Charms, 
And never a Shepherd but me, © | 


 Claſp'd in that ſoft Circle, your Arms; 


Then Damon all-chearful did ſing, 
BY And his Happineſs yielding to none, 
Deſpis'd all the Pomp of. a King, 
And ſlighted a glittering Throne. 
I. Falſe Damon ! the Virgin reply d, 2440 — 


Whilſt you true and conſtant did prove, 


Conſuming whole Days by my Side, 


In ſighing and talking of Love; 
Whilſt Phillis's Beauty did yield 
To mine in your delicate Eye, 
Then I was the Pride of the F ield, 
No Queen was ſo happy as I, 


D. Ah! 


(2231) 
IV. 


D. Ah! name not that beautiful Dame, 
She has totally raviſh'd my Heart, 
Her Charms ſet me all in l Flame, 
Which ſhe fd wal muſical Art; 
For one Touch of that powerful Breath, l 
Wounds a Heart as it Pierces an Ear * 
For her I wou'd freely m meet Death, | 
Wou'd the Powers my Goddeſs but ſpare. 
V. 
L. Alexis, the bloomingeſt Youth 
That treads on the flowery Plains, 
With innocent Arts, af pies Truth, + 
My Heart not ale IR * 
Still burning with mutual Deſire, 
Unbroken Delights we enjoy ; 
Far oft'ner than once I'd expire, 


To ſave the adorable Boy. 


24 D. But 
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VI. ö 

D. But now if my Heart ſhou'd return 

To the Duty jt owes thee again, 
Leave Phillis to ſorrow and mourn 

A Conqueſt ſhe cou'd not maintain; 
If humbly thy Pardon he'll crave, 

And ſigh when he thinks of the Time, 
He lighted thy Love, wilt thou leave 


Thy Damon to die for his Crime ? 
VII, 
L. Ah! no, tho' Alexis the Fair, 
His Charms like a Planet diſplays, 
And thou art inconſtant as Air, 
And wrathful as bellowing Seas ; 
Yet with thee a long Series of Years, 
Like a Minute of Joy I'd conſume, 
And at Death not lament thee with Tears, 
But lay myſelf down in thy Room. 


ADyICE 
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Apvice fo a WIr E. 


T ET nothing your unſully'd Beauties cloud, 

Be always chearful, but be never loud, 

Ev'n Juno's ſelf ſet Deities at Odds, 

And oft? made Uproars in the bleſt Abodes : 

For, if we may believe what Poets ſung, 

Imperial Fove was peſter'd with a Tongue. 

Where Pets prevail, ſweet Concord's broken ſoon ; 


The String, which jarrs, is always out of Tune, 


Let no Diſtruſts your ſettled Peace diſturb, 
Which irritate the Mind, but feldom curb : 
So the cold Humour, which on Lime we pour, : 
Inflames thoſe Parts, which quiet were before, 


Reproaches ſeldom cool our looſe Deſires, 


But leave a Stink, and raiſe domeſtick Fires. 


May no Surmiſes lie conceal'd below ; 


A rankling Breaſt creates a ſullen-Brow ; 


(234) 


The Sulphur rages moſt in Caverns pent, 
And ſhocks that Earth which cannot give it Vent. 


juſt Wit to furniſh the politer Joke ; 
A Spirit, juſt enough not to provoke: 
Genteel Demeanour, and ſuperior Senſe, 


And Eaſe, a juſt Remove from Indolence: 
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Oeconomy, which nought ſuperfluous ſpends; 
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And is leaſt frugal when we have our Friends: 
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Theſe be your Aim : The ſomething further ſtill, 


f Which hits the good Men's Humours when they're 
| T here goes to. doe hymeneal F ume, 
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Th'engaging ſomewhat, which ſtill wants a Name : 
The wiſer Wife alone this Secret knows ; 
This is the Girdle Beauty's. Queen beſtows. 


— — 
— wang 


To a COURTIER, 


HY do you thus your Friend deveive'? - 


Lou always promiſe, never give. 
If 
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If thus you're ſteadfaſt to your Lie, 
Prithee, good Sir, for once deny. 


—— 


— 


A WinTER's THOUGHT. 


I. 
THE Man, whoſe Conſtitation's ſtrong, 
And free from vexing Care his Mind, 
As changing Seaſons paſs Along, 
Can in them all a Pleafure find. 


II. 
Not only in the*teeming Bud, 210 


The opening Leaf, and lively Bloom, 1 
(Urg'd by the Sap's aſcendling £1664) | 
Not only when the Tmiling Fields, 

In all theit Galery appear, BET gl: 

And the Perfume their Bofom'yields, l 
On balmy Wings the Zephyrs bear. 
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IV. 
In Morning fair, and Evening mild, | 
The murmuring Brook, and cooling Shade, 
The Notes of Birds in Concert mild, 
And Philomela's Serenade. 


V. 
Not only in the waving Ear, ; 15 
And Branches bending with their Load, 
Or while the Produce of the Year, 
Is gather'd in, and ſafely ſtow'd, 
VI, 
Pleas'd in the Year's Decline, he ſees 
The fading Leaf diverſify'd, 
With various Colours, and the Trees 
Strip, and ſtand forth in naked Pride, 
VII, 
Each hollow Blaſt, and haſty Shower, 
The rattling Hail, and fleecy Snow, 
The candy'd Rhine, and ſcatter'd Hoar, 
And Iſicles which downward grow. 
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VIII. 
The ſhining Pavement of the Flood, 
To which the youthful Tribe reſort ; 
And Game, which the diſcover'd Wood 
Expoſes to the Fowler's Sport. 
IX. 
The Greens, which Winter's Blaſt defy, 


Throꝰ native Strength, or human Care, 


In Hedge, or ſoft Orangery, 


All a new Source of Pleaſure are. 
x. 2 8 
The Sun, which from the northern Signs, | | 
Scorch'd with unſufferable Heat, 
Now in a milder Glory ſhines, 
And every glancing Ray is ſweet. 
XI. 
The Silver Moon, and every Star, 
Now forth to full Advantage ſhine, 
And by the richeſt Scene, prepare, 
For nobleſt Thoughts the enlarged Mind. 


Even 
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Even when the Mornings flowelt riſe, 
Sweetly the Nights can paſs away, 
In Lucubrations with the Wiſe, 
Or ſocial Pleaſures with the Gay. 
XIII. 
And when the Winter tedious grows, 
And length' ning Days Cold ſtronger bring, 
An unexhauſted Pleaſure W 
From Expectation of the Spring. 
XIV. 
So he, whoſe Faculties are ſound, 
His Heart upright, and Conſcience clean, 
Agreeably can paſs the Round 
Of Life in every changing Scene. 
XV. 
Not only in his youthful Bloom. 
And while his Strength. cantinues firm, 
But when the Days of Evil come, 
And Age prepares him for the Worm. 
* Thank fulneſs 
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XVI. 
Thankfulneſs gives his Comfort Weight, 
And Patience lightens every Ill, 


And in whatever Ground he's ſet, 


Hope does with pleaſing Proſpects fill. 


XVII. 


Faith in a Father's changeleſs Love, 
Whoſe Chrif will ſpeedily appear, 
And make eternal Spring above, 
And all his Damps and Darkneſs clear. 


To a PERFIDIOUS MISTRESS. 


AS it, Perfidious ! was it then decreed, 

That only I muſt for thy F alſhood bleed? 

Canſt thou, forgetful of thy Fame, begin, 

To ſlight thy Ruin, and enjoy the Sin ? 

Cou'd pride, cou'd Honour check thy Heart no more, 

Fond to be thought that wretched Thing a Whore ; 
| N Tha 


( 240 ) 


That laſt Extreme of unſurpaſſing Shame, 

A Whore—oh ever- branded be the Name 

Was it for this in an unguarded Hour, 

When Love reſign'd you wholly to my Pow'r, 
When you with Tears the moving Pray'r addreſs'd, 
And huſh'd th unruly Rebel in my Breaſt. | 
(What Force wou'd not thy melting Language quell, 
Still on my Ear the thrilling Accents dwell !) 


Ah what, my dear, dear Silvio] what can move 

This Rage (you cry'd) tis Falſhood, not your Love? 
Has Truth, has Innocence, like mine, no Plea ? 
Ah hold! nor let me charge my Fate on thee. 
Stab'd with the Sounds I bad my Heart forbear; 
Yes, witneſs Love, I ſpar'd the weeping Fair. 

F or this deny'd my Soul thy pleafing Charms, 
Io loſe thee to a treacherous Rival's Arms. 
Sure I was then belov'd, and oh! you ſwore, 
That gen'rous Pity ſtill endear'd me more. 

Falſe were thoſe Vows, all falſe, a ſpecious Feint, | 


For, oh! the Serpent lurk'd behind the Saint. 
** "lol 
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My Virtue, but your cloſe Reſentment rais'd, 
Your Heart reproach'd me, while your Flatt'ry 
praig'd. | A 
—Yet, Fair forſworn, beybnd Redemption loſt, 
Whoſe ſcorn'd Affection now no more I boaſt ; 
Tho? hurry'd on by an impetuous Guſt 
Of heedleſs Paſſion, and remorſeleſs Luſt, 
Tho? quite reſign'd to Pleaſure, you employ 
Your i Stretch to Vice, and flatt'ring Joy; 
Can thy mean Soul to viler Proſpects bend, | 
And to the Guilt a ſordid Bribes deſcend ? 
To taſteleſs Age, and ſwift Diſeaſe be ſold, 
The Hire of ev'ry Ruffian's Luſt for Gold! 
Condemn'd to languiſh out thy Beauty's Prime, 
Wretch ! ſhall I think, and not reproach the Crime ? 
Oh Cynthia if a bleeding, breaking Heart, 


Can touch thy ſenſeleſs Breaſt with gen'rous Smart; 
Hear me, if Pity, Love, or Fate can plead, 

If yet thou art not loſt to Shame indeed : 

Vol. II. | Q Turn, 
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Turn, fair Deceiver, tis my laſt Requeſt, 


Tis all thou &er canſt do to make me bleſs'd ; 


Turn, and prevent thy own untimely Fate, 


For mine, alas! I aſk not—tis too late. 


O hard to Sorrows, which thy Miſeries coſt 
To all my virtuous Hopes entirely loſt ; 
Torn from my faithful Arms, for ever torn, 
Mourn'd by the Youth thy Guilt condemns to mourn; 
Tho? ne'er, muſt our forbidden Loves renew, 
Pleas'd ſhou'd I, yet, thy wiſh'd Recovery view, 
See thee reſtor'd in penitential Charms, 
Claſp'd in my bleſt, but undeſiring Arms. 
Robb'd of thy latens, my deareſt Store, 
J prize the Hours of joyleſs Life no more. 


My purer Soul, that ſeeks the happier Sky, 


Caſts for thy fear'd Return a longing Eye, 


And waits, but one ſhort Glance, to bleſs thy 


Change, and die, 


The 


( 243 ) 
The Mock Love, 


S wanton Strephon, on a Day, 


Made Love to Celia, but in Play, 
Talk'd, kiſs'd, and ſigh'd, and never thought 


That Love by mocking cou'd be caught; 
Cupid, that little dang'rous Boy, 

Was preſent at his ſporting Joy, 

And by his Mother Venus ſwore, 

That Love a Jeſt ſhou'd be no more. 

The angry God ſtraight flung his Dart, 

And ſoon transfix d the Shepherd's Heart. 

Full of Reyenge, his Bow he drew, 

Which made Words, ſeem in Jeſt, prove true z 
For Strephon, now th' unhappy Swain, 


Feels Pain, for counterfeiting Pain. 


( 244 ) 
The LovER's FAREWEL fo his MISTREss, 


AH muſt I loſe my deareſt Kitty] 
So entertaining, and ſo pretty 
So entertaining ſure, that nought 
Flew ſwifter than the Hours I thought; 
The Hours I thought too ſwiftly flew, 
While in Diſcourſe, my Fair, with Lou: 
So pretty, ſhe, devoid of Art, 
Soon took Poſſeſſion of my Heart ; 
No Wonder then I griev'd ſhou'd be, 
To loſe her much-lov*d Company. 
Time that with her ran ſwiftly on, 
Will ſeem too ſlow when ſhe is gone; 
But ſhou'd my charming K3tty ſtay, 
The Hours too ſoon will paſs away. 
Go where the Fates have thee aſſign'd, 
| You leave my Sight, but not my Mind: 
bo You, in my Heart I'll always bear, 


You've fix'd your lovely Image there ; 
| No 
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No Time or Abſence ſhall remove 
My deareſt Kitty from my Love. 


PoLT1s, King of Thrace, or the Peace-maker : 
A Tat. E, from Plutarch. Addreſs'd to the 
Powers of Europe, 1726, 

ER Europe's Peace is broken quite, 
E'er Fleets and Armies meet in Fight, 
E'er Blood is ſpilt, and Treaſure ſpent, 
E'er Crowns are loſt, and Kingdoms rent, 
Ye jarring Powers, with Patience hear 
A Tale from Plutarch worth your Ear. 
When Greeks revengeful had decreed, 
Againſt the Trejans to proceed 
Twas thought expedient to take in, 
What neighb'ring Forces they cou'd win; 
That by collected Rage and Strength, 
The Town might be ſubdu'd at length. 


Ambaſſadors among the reſt, 


To Poltis carried their Requeſt. 
Q3 
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The Thracian tardy as the Dutch, 

Car'd not for War and Miſchief much. "1 
But warily the Cauſe enquir'd 

That had the Grecian Chiefs inſpir'd  _ 

With hoſtile Fury ! —— 1 — 


T was told with Circumſtances ſtrong, 
That Menelaus had ſuffer' d Wrong, 
From Paris unprovok'd,—and how 
Th' Adulterers liv'd together now! 
But that, with his concurring Aid, 
They were not in the leaſt afraid, 
But Helen ſhou'd be had again, 

And Troy laidNevel with the Plain. 


8 — — 


He, good and wiſe, the Matter weigh'd, 
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And then in peaceful Manner ſaid, — 


Is that your Quarrel ? that your Strife F- 
Is all this Pother for a Wife ? 
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For Shame, ye Greeks, your Anger ſtifle, 
Nor break the Peace for ſuch a Trifle : 
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What, tho' the Rape was moſt injurious, 
Conſider, Paris Love was furious ! | 
'Twas wrong the Grecian to ſupplant, 


And *twere ſo, ſhou'd the Trojan want; 


Both muſt have Wives—come, I have two, 


And for the Sake of Peace, and You, 
(Tho? both are as belov'd by me, 
As Wives in Conſcience ought to be) 
Ill one to chat ſame 7. rojan ſend, 

And bother to my Grecian F riend, 

If either of em ſhou'd again, 

For Want of female Fleſh complain, 
The Devil's in him !—for my Part, 
I'm fatisfied with all my Heart; 
And muſt be very fick of Life, 
When I take Cudgels for a Wife, 


The Greeks | moſt heartily deſviſe, 
The T bratiail King, and his Advice: a 
They Headlong to the Battle ruſh'd, 
And ten long Years for Conqueſt uſb'd 1 z 
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Loft many Pounds, and many Lives, 
Worth twenty times as many Wives. 
And when, at laſt, the War was o'er, 
What was it from the F jeld they bore ? | 
Why, Faſſtaff”s Honour, and a Whore. 


£ *e % - . 5 * 


On the Unreaſonableneſs of ſenſual Pleaſures, 


A NTIEN 18 or r Moderns have not known, 


Or ne'er declard the fatal Cauſe, 


Why they that Reaſon have alone, | 


Act * to Reaſon” 8 Laws. | 
lg: 1 Slant 
Beaſts on no foreign Helps . 


But wiſely for themſelves 5 Co 3 
Self- Preſervation is their End, 
And Nature is their · only Guide. 
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Are anxious for the Body 8 Eaſe, 
But on themſelves ſearce ſpend «Thought, . 
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The Pleaſures they thro' that receive, 


With Joy and Rapture they embrace; 
What ſhou'd themſelves from Cares relieve, 


Among their Thoughts ne'er has a Place. ; 


Gallants the Lady's Heart to gain, 
And Pleaſure to the Fair to give, 
Thus often ſuffer willing Pain, 5 


And chearful their own Quiet leave. 


When, by ſome wild Debauch the Courſe 
And Frame of Nature is diſturb'd, 
The Doctor's call'd ; by all the Force 
of Art, the growing Ill is curb'd. 


But when Ambition's Curſe, by Stealth, 
1 Or Avarice invades the Breaſt; TY 
Thinking itſelf in perfect Health, 
The Soul is ſtupidly at Reſt. ; 
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Thus *tis reported the Fackal 
Careful the Liou's Prey prepares, 
Neglects her Young, herſelf, and all, 
Nor touch the Food provided dares, 


For ſolid. Pleaſure, we ſhou'd leave 
The vain imaginary Scene, 
If we cou'd our loſt Senſe retrieve, 


Our Souls think for themſelves again. 


We ſoon ſhou'd quit the empty Joy, 

If once we cou'd but well conceive ; 
We're pamp'ring up a gaudy Toy, 

Which we with Grief muſt ſhortly leave. 


On the Death of a Young bab s Squirrel, 
called Pug. 
% ALL Pug, the plooming Nymph's peculiar 
Care, 
Reſign to Fate, without one decent Tear? 
Without 
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Without one pitying Muſe t' attend the Herſe, 
And celebrate her Praiſe in grateful Verſe? 


Methinks J ſee the ſprightly, wanton Creature, 
The briſkeſt, nimbleſt, pleaſanteſt in Nature, 


(For tho' depriv'd of antient Home, and Friend, 


T was pleas'd in Exile, ſportive tho? confin'd, 

Who'd Freedom chuſe, when Goodneſs does reſtrain ? 

When Beauty binds, who wou'd not hug a Chain ?) 

Methinks I ſee her with a Tale elate, 

On Table perch'd, the pregnant Filbert arate ? 

Then traverſe o'er a Couch, then mount a Chair, 

Now weaving none knows what, now leaping here, 
now there. | 

Sure it's own Web the pretty Artiſt wrought, 

Since to a Period *twas ſo quickly brought, 

To ſuch Amuſements only cou'd ſhe riſe, 

When Art did curb, and Kindneſs civilize, 

E'er this you'd ſeen her in the Foreſt wild, 

Inhabitant aloft where Eagles build; 


Swift as the Light'ning, when as Air *twas free, 


Scud up the Body of the royal Tree, | 
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Or on the loftieſt Branches ſleep, or . 

Defy the Weather, and enjoy the Sun. 
(As careleſs Sailors on the Top-maſt ſnore, 
When the Wind rages, and the Billows roar) 
Her Body ſhelter'd by her buſhy Train, 
Her ſcreen againſt the Heat, Umbrella from the Rain. 
Or when deſcending from ſuperior Air, 
Beheld her ſinking like a falling Star, 
Then in Mid-way correct her fleet Career. 
And when expected panting on the Ground, 
Vault upward with a quick ſurprizing Bound; 
From Bough to Bough, from Tree to Tree advance, 
And boldly on the nodding Summits dance. 
Then might you view among the ſtately Woods 
) Check in Ether, level with the Clouds, 
Pleas'd with the Sport, the Croud wou'd ſhout around, 
And joyful Eccho anſwer to the Sound. 
The pliant Tumbler Nature had endow'd 
With briſk mercurial Juice inſtead of Blood, 
And ſtrung each Sinew with elaſtic Force, 


To riſe with Eaſe, and check the ſteepeſt Courſe. 
5 Her 
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Her Motions with ſuch Nimbleneſs expreſs'd, 


You'd, wond' ring, queſtion whether Bird or Beaſt. 
With leſs Agility Camilla born, 


Skimm'd o'er the riſing Surge, and waving Corn. 


But I deſcribe with vain ſucceſsleſs Strife, 
What was perpetual Motion all and Life. 
I'm with Variety of Action croſs'd, 
And in unnumber'd prettineſſes loſt. 
Oh! wou'd Apolla, with that eaſy Mien, 
Supply the meaneſt of his ſacred Train, 
With which Catullus the Diſaſter wail'd 
Of charming Leſbia, when her Sparrow fail'd! 
(For whether Loſs, or Lady we compare, 
The Bird was worthleſs, nor was Lęſbia fair.) 
Pug in immortal Lines ſhou'd yet ſurvive, 
What * Brandy cou'd not, Helicon ſhou'd give: 


* Brandy was given it when dying, 


( 254) 
The OLD CoqQuETTE. 
RYTHEE, old Riga, Paint give o'er, 
Theſe Ribbands, and that youthful Dreſs; 


For theſe grey Hairs betray Fourſcore, 
And Nature in Decay confeſs. 


Thoſe Eye-btows, which from Mouſe you ſteal, 
Tis true we for their Sleekneſs prize, 


But then (what they can ne'er conceal) 


We curſe the more your rheumy Eyes, 


This Cheek is ſmooth, but ah ! on that 
The wrinkl'd Paint betrays a Cranny ; 
You look at once, I know not what— | , 
This Side a Venus that a Granny— 


Your Faults of Age we doubly ſee, 

When them in vain with Art you'd mend ; 
| Seem old and ugly as you be, 
2 And, Riga, Faith, you'll leſs offend, 


Te 
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To pretty Miſs H=—=—L T—x, 


ET but my Painter take your Picture, 
And I ſhall think myſelf a Victor. 
But hold—what Painter dare to trace 
The various Beauties of your Face ? 
The lively'ſt Colours he cou'd paint, 
For your bright Charms wou'd be too faint ; 
Apelles, was he now alive; 
With all his Skill in vain might ſtrive ? 
Tudor, or Pope, howe'er may try 
If you ow d fit; and I ſtand by; : 
For one or tother muſt outdo 


Ev'n Venus, when they look on You, 


A Curtis TMaAs Hymn. 


ID, Heav'nly Muſe, to ſhun ſupine Deſires, 
Vain Beauty's Pride, and Youth's fantaſtic Fires, 


Ag 
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And try, if thou this ſenſual Heart canſt move 

To ſacred Ardours, and ſeraphic Love. 

*Tis done, my Thoughts aſcend, and pleas'd behold 

Angelic Forms, with Crowns of ſplendid Gold; 

Thro' Faith, my dear Redeemer there! view, 

His Glories ever, as my Wonder new. 

Mercy and Love his every Look diſplays, 

Which light whole Heav'n with their reſplendent 
Rays; | 

Myriads of Angel-Choirs his Throne ſurround, 

And in his Praiſe eternal Anthems ſound : 

| There Seraphims with zealous Tranſports glow, 

And Bliſs ineffable, eternal, know. 

Oh come dear Saviour] pure, celeſtial Gueſt ! 

And form thy lovely Image in my Breaſt, 

For the big Prize, I eye th' etherial Goal, 

And Hope, with active Pow'rs, impells my Soul. 

In Extaſy of Bliſs, my Thought takes Wings, 

And I no more am charm'd with mortal Things. 


But 
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But oh ! too ſoon the heav'nly Viſion flies, 

And worldly Objects croud before my Eyes; 
Temptations preſs me cloſe, a num'rous Band, 
Which find me oft too feeble to withſtand : 

Come, ſome kind Saint, and teach me how to ſoar, 
(One who has 'ſcap'd thoſe Syren Charms before) 
Where fading Glories ne'er can tempt me more. 
So,—ready at th' expected a Sound, 
With the wiſe Virgins ſhall my Lot be found; 
There plac'd and welcom'd as a nuptial Friend, 


My Joys ſhall, like my Being, never end. 


— — 


FIL IAL REFLECTIONS on the Loss of 4 
Mor RER. 


CH E's gone!“ her Soul has urg d a wond'rous 


Flight, 
And reach'd the Goal of everlaſting Light; 
Her mortal Part, which Pains no longer waſte, 


Sleeps peaceful, where the Weary are at Reſt. 
| lM. R Her 
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Her Years prolong'd to venerable Age, 


Not ſnatch'd like — early from the Stage. 

She, like a ripen'd Sheaf, at Harveſt ſeen, 

He quickly blighted in his youthful Green. 

Regard her tedious Conflict with Diſeaſe, 

And fay, why Death, her Triumph! ſhou'd diſpleaſe? 

Why do our Tears await her bleſs'd Demiſe, 

That wings her happy Spirit to the Skies ? 

Doubt we the Bliſs a virtuous Soul obtains, 

When diſengag'd from painful earthly Chains ? 

Oh! no, we ſhou'd, we do, with rapt'rous Joy, 

Our Praiſes for her heav'nly Crown employ ; 

Yet Tears perforce for our own Loſs will flow, 

Of her, whoſe Parallel is "FUE below: 

And there's a Thought might raiſe our frequent 
Sighs, 5 

Leſt failing to her Virtue's Height to riſe, 

We ner ſhou'd reach her Manſion in the Skies. 


Forbid it, Grace divine, we &er ſhou'd prove, 


Objects unworthy the Redeemer”s Love * 
a Whom 
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Whom ſhe, by Precept and Example taught ; 
To aim at Heav'n, and ſet this World at Nought. 


Let Heav'n be more than ever now our Care, 

Since we are ſure to find our Mother there. 

When the ſhort Fable of our Lives is told, 

And on the Tombs our tranſient Names enrollFd ; 
Or the wak'd Dead have heard th* Archangel's Blaſt, 
And the dread Judge the final Sentence paſbd; 

Oh ! let her not among the bliſsful Train, 

To find her Offspring turn her Eyes in vain! 
Hope we again to fee our Parent's Face ? 

Oh! let our Thoughts and Lives her Virtues trace. 
How patient *midſt the ruffling Storms of Life, 
Her peaceful Mind, averſe to wrangling Strife: 
The ſtrange Perverfeneſs of bad Minds ſhe mourn'd, 
But, like her Saviour, Good for Ill return'd. 

The Subſtance of Religion mov'd her Zeal, 

To God, intenſe Deſire, —to Meri, good Will: 
Devotion her Delight, and daily Care, 


But Modes and Forms to her indiff'rent were. 7 
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Did any, pain'd in Mind, or Fortune, grieve? 
Her Words wou'd counſel, and her Hand relieve. 
If Strife between contending Neighbours roſe, 

Her Prudence, oft, the Diff*rence wou'd compoſe, 
Adviſe to better Temper, and invite 

To tread the Paths that were her own Delight. 

Be ſuch our Lives—that when the deftin'd Hour 
Aſſigns our Frames to Death's reſiſtleſs Pow'r, 
The gloomy Vale no Horrors may endkde; 

But Hope extend a Beam of pleaſing Light, 


To chear our Souls, and point their certain Way, 


To heav'nly Regions, and eternal Day. 


To CæLIA, in the Country. January, 


I. 
"ROM the dull City, whelm'd in Woe, 


I to my Cælia write, 
With Eyes that never ceaſe to flow, 


Nor heed the dawning Light, 
While, 
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While, Celia, you're ſo far away, 
I hate the Night, I curſe the Day. 
II. » 0%. 


Oh haſte, my charming Maid, to Town, 
And bleſs once more my Eyes; 


Then Floods 15 N ſhall _ to _— 


& % + & *% 
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Oh haſte to raiſe your drooping LY 
And eaſe my Heart of all it's Pain. | 


t, vc ** 


III. 


— 


The Trees, my Dear, have loſt their Leaves, 


The Fields no more look green; 
Make haſte to comfort him who grieves, 
And quit the wint'ry Scene: 

The Country now can Veld no Charms; 


Return, and fill your Lover's Arms, 


7 
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Two fond Lovers meering. A Sox d. 
AN any Tranſports equal thoſe, + 
Which two fond Lovers teel, 

Who meet, that thought to meet no more, 
And their N Ne Woes reveal. 
Their 1 too great, to be e 


Thi 371 


80 croud the falt ring Tongue, 


org | 


Fain wou'd they breath their cout in Words 


ww 4 112 10 5 VI N — 


But Paſſion ſtrikes them * | 
FIT 


Yet do their Eyes, at the bleſt Sight, 
Enraptur'd Glances dart; : 

They bluſh, they ſigh, their Wiſhes pant, 
And flutter round the Heart. 


„Like Statues f d. amaz'd they ſand, 
Survey their 5 Charms; ; . 
Then, when the Extaſy gives Leave, 


Fly to each other's Arms. 


* 


EPIGRAM. 
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E PIO A1 


(ALOE, with Tom, went out one Day, 
Prudes think, not in an honeſt Way, 
How vain their Fears! for Tom had got 
Materials fit to tie the Knot ; 

But, e'er the Parſon does begin, 

Enter Papa—and ſpoils the Scene : 

Miſs, carried Home, reluctant bears 
Belinda's Taunts, and Silvias Jeers : 
Unconſcious that they once were ſeen, 


With Ralph, the Gard*ner, on the Green. 


A Baccuanariian FIIGRHIT. 


ESCEND, my Muſe, deſcend with Speed, 


And aid me with thy gen'rous Steed ; 
(We Bards wou'd have you underſtaqd, 
Tho? poor we've Horſes at Command) 


I'll take a Journey into th' Air, 


And build a few fine Caſtles there. 
R 4 


*Tis 


( 204 ) 


»Tis done; the Pegaſus appears, 
Arch'd his high Neck, and cock'd his Ears: 
What vig'rous Blood ſwells ev'ry Vein! 
How graceful flows his waving Mane; 
What ſparkling Flames his Eye- balls dart! 
How well- proport ion'd ev'ry Part 
(I ſee no Pegaſus, you cry, 
Then, Sir, you've no poetic Eye) 
And now I'm fix'd, and now he goes, 
Where we'll take up, he's wiſe that knows ! 
Gods ! what a Proſpect meets my Sight 
I'm pleas'd—and yet I'm in a Fright ! 
Prodigious this ! ſtill, ſtill we riſe, 
We'll in a Moment, reach the Skies ; 


Already ſee the lunar Sphere / 


But what does 6 5 
Too plain a Proof, it muſt be own'd, 
That I'm Riff grov'ling on the Ground, 


ADVICE 
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Apvick to a Vou NG Lover. 


1 F for ſome lofty Dame you feel Deſire, 

And in your Breaſt obſerve a hopeleſs Fire ; 

Let not your future Folly, Fortune blame, 

But check, while yet reſiſtable, the Flame; 

Quick from your Heart, the kindling Miſchief tear, 

E'er Length of Time — too ſtrongly 5 it there: 

For Time gives Strength —to rip'ning Time is due, 

That Grapes, once green, aſſume a purple Hue : 

In Time, plough'd Fields, with Graſs are cover'd 
o'er, | 

And that turns Corn, which ſeem'd but Graſs before. 

Een the ſtrong Stems of yon wide - ſpreading Trees 

Roſe all in Time, and ſwell'd but by Degrees; 

For pliant once, each ſlender Sapling ſtood, 

Woſe leafy Branches now adorn the Wood. 

Think well on this, nor, let your Boſom prove, 

The painful Pangs of unſucceſsful Love; 


And 
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And ſince ſo dang'rous is en ſhort Delay, 


Let then your Paſſion, Reaſon's Force allay, 
And this Day rule - what may to-Morrow ſway. 


mm LD YE 
1 no irregular Deſire, | 
No ſudden Start of raging Pain, 
Which in a Moment grows a Fire, 


And in a Moment cools again. 


Not found in the ſad Sonnetteer, 

That ſings of Darts, Deſpair, and Chains, 
And by whoſe diſmal Verſe, tis clear, 
He wants not Heart alone, but Brains. 


Nor does it center in the Beau, 

Who ſighs by Rule, in Order dies, 
Whoſe All conſiſts in outward Shew, 

And Want of Wit by Dreſs ſupplies: = 


No! 


( 267 Y 


No! Tove is ſomething ſo divine, 
Deſcription wou'd but make it leſs 3 
Tis what I feel, but can't define, 


*Tis what I know, but can't expreſs. 


J a LADY. 


H how I tremble for thy Virgin Heart, 
Leſt Nature in thy Nuptials bear no Part; 
A Match the Project of another's Mind, 
Not by che Lover, nor thyſelf defi gn'd ! 
Unknown and Strangers to each other s Name, 
Intereſt anticipates ch uncertain F lame; 
Vou meet to try to raiſe a mutual mm 
If your own Wills * Choice approve. 


Say, had you met without the leaſt Deſign, 
Then wou'd your Hearts with one Accord incline; i 
Had the warm Paſſion kindled in his Breaſt, 


Demanding you alone to make him bleſs d: 
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Then had you ſingl'd him from all you know, - 
By Nature's Dictates, ever juſt and true; | 
And He, by like Attraction, pitch'd on You. 


Better if artleſs Love, unſought, ariſe, 
And the ſoft Fire invade without Surprize ; 
Where Souls ſpontaneous to each other join, 
Allur'd and drawn by Accident divine. 
If to their Wiſhes, F ate permit Succeſs, = 
That Fair ſhall every human Joy poſſeſs ; 
Shall in themſelves an ample Treaſure find, 
To crown their Days with Bliſs, and fill the Mind. 


Marriage is Union for remaining Life, 
You fix for ever when commenc'd a Wife; 
You mingle Joys and Griefs with one alone, 
You blend your Souls, and riſque your Fates in one, 
Fortune, to which the Choice is oft N 


Is but a Part, nor is it of the Mind. 


I lov'd thee well, with Tenderneſs extreme, 


My Love was Nature's Offspring, not a Scheme, 
| With 
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With thee I'd fain Life's peaceful Steps have trod, 

Centring my Bliſs in thee alone, and Go. 

My Muſe ſhou'd ever ſmooth thy gentle Ear, 

And place thee with the World's diſtinguiſh'd Fair; 

To lateſt Times convey thy ſhining Name, 

And give thy Merit it's Reward of Fame, 

Once didſt thou favour her ambitious Strains, 

And, ſweetly ſmiling, recompence her Pains, 

Thy Smiles peculiar fed my fond Deſire, 

And bid me to the glorious Hope aſpire. 

So long thy beauteous Perſon I ſurvey'd, 

So much thy Mind my pleaſing Study made; 

So oft? I've gaz'd with Love's attentive Eye, 

And rais'd my Paſſion and Eſteem ſo high; 

So deep explor'd the Virtues of thy Breaſt, 

In private Hours of Converſation bleſs'd : 

A thouſand nameleſs Graces have I ſeen, 

From latent Sources riſing o'er thy Mien, 

Which 1 ſhall glimmer to another's Sight, 

Or in his diffrent Thought inſpire Delight. | 
| Judgment 
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Judgment and Taſte, and Nature's ſtrong Controul, 
To all thy Charms ſubdu'd my active Soul. 
Another loves thee, by a F riend's Advice, 

Not on thy Worth can fix ſo juſt a Price; 

But takes you in the common Forms of Life, 


His Houſhold Guardian, and commodious Wife. 


K 


On Mi W—n. 


= 0 can behold that Sweetneſs in her Eyes, 
Without being ſeiz'd with Pleaſure and Surprize 
Who can behold the Beauties of her Face, 

And not be mov'd by each attractive Grace; 
From every Feature, Cupid ſends a Dart, 

To pierce th* unwary Gazer's panting Heart; 

Alas! na Mortal's ſafe, all muſt reſign 

To Eyes that look ſo bright, and ſweetly ſmile like 


thine! 
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An INviTATION to walk in May. 


| 3 Cælia, come! oh leave thy downy Bed, 
The Dawn is o'er, and Phæbus rears his Head; 

The Sky's ſerene, the Flow'rs their Leaves difplay, 
And the aerial Songſters hail the Day; 

Mild Zephyrs breath, and all around diſpenſe, 
Sweet aromatic Gales, to charm the Senſe. 

Come, let's contemplate Nature, while fo gay, 
Ariſe, my Love, my Fair-one, come away; 
Traverſe the Meads, and walk the blooming Groves, 
Sece how the Turtles court their faithful Loves: 
Down the green Conduits, mark the murm”ring Rill, 


There Flocks, here Herds, each verdant Valley fill, 


The Landſkip varies as we onward paſs, 

Now waving Corn, now beauteous Tracts of Grafs. 
Deckt like a Bride, the blooming Earth appears, 
And all we view a florid Aſpect wears. 

The balmy Seaſon, vernal Joy inſpires, 


And wakes in ev'ry Breaſt the genial Fires. 
My 
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My Celia's Smile each Proſpect will improve, 
And fill my Soul with Gratitude and Love. 


—— — 


By a GENTLEMAN, on two FAIR LADIES. 
at an Aſſembly. 
T .UCINDA, deck'd with ev'ry Grace, 
| Can ev'ry Heart command: 
And when we ſee ſweet Pol!y's Face, 


Who can that Face withſtand ? 


When two ſuch heav'nly Maids as theſe, 
At once attack my Sight; 

Each form'd with matchleſs Charms to pleaſe, 
And give ſublime Delight. 


I'm like the 4s, between two Recks 
Of ſweetly-ſcenting Hay ; 

Whilſt unreſolv'd on which to fix, 
He ſtarv'd kis Life away, 
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01 the complaining Part 7 Ovid's 8 pile. 7 


- „% 21 


Pa Madams, forſaken, may languiſh and whine, 
And melt ev'ry Heart, but their Spouſes and mine. 


Thus Fools, upon Record, their Dotage diſcover, 
And die, and are damn n'd | for the Loſs of A Lover. 


do wo & 443 4 
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For ſure they were all aer ugly or old ; 
Or, why ſhou'd a curious Collation be curs d 


Tho' one Man has cat till he's ee 


15 co 39 g 


Then, ſince a pale Coors may be conjurd alive, 


1 $418, 1018 3f1STvE, 
l * 
Eer dying Affection can ever r- 


Inſtead of jamenting, » a Lin their Caſe, 

1 wou'd pluck * « Spirit, and . ſtep to the Glaſs; "36 
And, if no Youth, "Beauty, nor \ Vigour, were there, 
Fd follow their Steps, © 2 hang and deſpair; 

But, if each L.ook — Motion Gteoverd: a Grace, 
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And Verdure, — illumin'd my F — 
I wou'd ſtifle my Wrongs with a Courage heroic, 
Nor live like an Idiot, nor die like a Szoic ; 

Vor. II. S But 
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But be nobly reveng d, &er Beauty was gone, 


2 +5 Ih — 1. eee Wo! 


And — Ws ſhou'd groan for the F. alſhood ET one. 


— — ay" A 

1 WE x 4 . - i 1 p 42 | d. 11 * Ko 0 
nu MG 9 ·[ͤô%re l 1111 ET. O1 * FILA 3 4 
2 

hee eas Cy» 55 A 514 Fr 2 

— * 1 7 12113 100 3 1 51 \l einn enn 
81. 2 

3 K. 188. #1 Li wd G #3 1 

i — . _ 8 18 51 . " 

. > 2190.4 cin ot 1 "£1557 8D ITS D { 14 


1 ! the Feet, the a oh rous Bliss! | 
| 30 Dan Write 1 21907 10 os 
O a balmy, am'rous Kiſs! | | 
10 VIeU 1911175 IIA 319W XIII 9741 TO 1 
Who, for this, wou 50 not refuſe 
| „ robs fo9 avon s bfuodlt yi 
The rich Nectar 8 — more? 
\ 331 z 3 vheot afl 13 3K9 ZEN f 1 N nie 
Or the Lally's s ſweet Perfume? f 1 
1 | 2 9d yg 9189. 7 dle $ ful „id 
Or the Roſe's $ fragrant Bloom ? | 
| g9viv91 V9 062 not gb 8 29d 
Or Scent he fweet Carnation yields ? d 
lO 11507 ni I 1 10 alina to 
Ar 2 Gales from Indian F ields ? f 
Aal ed 02 99 bag i s qu An¹⁰iꝗ buow | 
This can in a ogy dart 
29H 02 iV FO WI" "IC Tb 10 4 £2. 4 111. 
* Keeneſt Pleaſure to to the —— hs 
1 % 206 Pagcd ory eqs n woo! ot 


And, without this precious mb, 
229 ti 8 20 a 


. 


* 
© 
— 4 


= — 
1 - 
* 


\ 


177 8 '3Y 1290 101101% Da 18 Ao. 
Life 25 nor be worth poſſeſſing. @_ 
on win Eanimolli Jotieay 1% bak 


S 3 FR ; 5 8 * 1 1 8, 3 LR * 3 : A. 7 0 Ce, 1 ! 
10101 386100 SY & DNJIW enn i nil 0 SSOW 
. . - * 8 „ ; * . * 1 a { A , 
4 V0 +0 & DAR IN ary z A HN SAL n On 


* * 7 
* 5 A 
on 4 ' 

'4 wo * 14 b 


( 275) 


OM B ELIN DA. 


E Sons of Mars, your Courage boaſt no more, 
Since we, who feel Belinda's fatal Power, 
More Dangers know than You — what tho? You've 

been | | 

Where Cannons roar, and Horror ſwells the Scene, 
Where flying Squadrons quit the duſty Plain, 
Retreat from Death, to live and fight again. 
In War, but one may of an hundred die, 
In Love, we know not what it is to fly; 
For only one can happy be, and live, | 
Of thouſands, who Belinda's Darts receive. 


A TrouGHT en DEATH. 


HE gloomy Night, that darkens all the Sky, 
informs Mankind, they certainly muſt die; 
That all his Pleaſures, like the fleeting Day, 
Muſt have an End, and he himſelf decay: 
h S 2 Whether 
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Whether ſerene, or ſtormy, are his Days, 
Loaded with Scorn, or furfeited with Praiſe ; 
If rich, or poor, or moderately great, 


He ſurely muſt ſubmit to deſtin'd Fate. 


The DisSTRUSTFUL BEAUTY. 


RIGHT Cloris, ſhun thy Glaſs, for it has _ 
e by lively Mind, and all it's Thoughts perplext ; 
It hath not told thy winning Beauties true, 
But brings falſe Shadows to thy jealous View; 
No Charm, or Feature, lovely Air, or Grace, 
But what adorns that charming, lovely Face: 
If &er it offer to thy nice Survey, 
A Spot, or Stain, a Blemiſh, or Decay, 
To thee 1 it ne'er belongs, — the faithleſs Light, 
Or faulty Glaſs, deludes thy dazzl'd Sicht; 
Or elſe thy Face has ſure a Magic wrought, .. 


And an Enchantment on the Chryſtal brought: | 
- Fantaſtic 
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Fantaſtic Shadows ſure deceive thy Eyes, 


With airy repercuſſive Sorceries. 


No Credit give to that diſtruſtful Thought,” 


— —— tb — 
1 —_— 


You are all Beauty, free from ev'ry Fault. 


Look, charming Chloris, on my bleeding Heart, 


Cee 

— ' 
— — 
2 * 


In that true Mirror, ſee how fair thou art; 


albert 


There, Love thy dear, angelic Charms has drawn, - 


E 1 
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Shining ſerenely, like Aurora's Dawn; 


There Clouds of Sighs from Cupid's Altars riſe, 
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And Shoals of Arrows ſhot from your bright Eyes. 1 
Love, you know, flows from Beauty, the Effect, | f 
Canſt thou then the reſiſtleſs Cauſe ſuſpect, it 
Is he a wiſe Man thought ? who wou'd contend 

That Fire was not, where Flames and Smoak aſcend. 


What Cure can for my bleeding Heart be found? 


When you believe your Beauty cannot wound. 

You are afflicted, that you are not fair, 

And J as much tormented, that you are. 

Shine forth, then, Chloris, break thro? this dark Cloud, | 
Confeſs your Beauty, tho? you thence grow proud: 


S 3 Be 
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Be fair, tho ſcornful, any Way inclin'd, 

'Tis better ſo, by that alone you'll find, | 

That ſo much Sweetneſs makes you more unkind, 
But if you {till perks and ſtill deny, 

And think my Love is only Flattery, 

Pll pine with Sorrow, and with Anguiſh die. 


— K bg 
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DAMON. A PasTORAL, 


OW ſunk with purple Rays the ſetting Sun, 

And, pleas'd, the Peaſant faw his Labour done, 

And Homeward tend their Kine with ſwelling Teat z 

Sweet flies the ſmiling Air before the Breeze, 

And all Things now but Demen's Heart, had Eaſe. 

Ah, Lucy ! Lucy ! ſaid the dying Swain, 

Long, long, er this, thou might'ſt have fold thy 
Grain; | 

Nor loiter'd thus, unmindful of my Woe, 

And careleſs of thoſe Pains I undergo : 

Thoſe 
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Thoſe Pains chat ſtill in Abſence on me ſeir e, 
To which the pafting Pangs ef Death are Baſe; © 
What dreadful Cares diſtract my aching Thought? 
What gloomy'Seenes are i my Fancy wrought? | 
Perhaps ſhe has old Hobſon's Nephew met, 

The Booby, who mult all his Riches get: 
Of Wealth Feen may prevail, oy 
And golden Heaps may gild his homely Tale! J 
Or ſhe, by Chance, may | prightly Colin « | 
Colin, for Song ſo fam'd, ſo full of Gleez © 
His Strains, perhaps, ber female; Eancy mag 
And triumph. o'er my artleſs Vows of Love. 

Ah, Lucy? Tig ! when it Sirhich Fi. 
Our Maſter's Cheeſes ers thy Damov s Care, | 

Soon were they fold; and foon return'd 1 Home, 


Ah! half ſo ſoon wou'd SE Lucy come : 

But cruel ſhe, or. heedleſs of her Swain, 8 
Or with ſome rival Youth dath now remain. 
That antient Saying, to0 tue, alas! I find. 
That Women's Vows are wav'ring a$ the Winch. 
4 A 


VS 0. 
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| How, faithleſs Fair | can you ungrateful prove ? 
In ſpite of Falſhood, why ſhawd Damon love? 
Yet ſee, who trips ſo quick thro? yonder Glade ? 
"Tis ſhe, tis Lucy, tis my charming Maid! 
Falſe all my Fears, falſe my Suſpicions were, 
Her Heart js conſtapt, as her Face is fair. 


Swift to her Ar ms, the eager Damon flew, 
As flies the Arrow, from the twanging Yew. 


EpIGRAM on a LADY's being Sung by a Bee, 


Te heal the Wound the Bee had made 
Upon my Delia 8 F ace, 
It's ro to the Wound * laid, 


C 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, 10 = the Wound, 
Suckid both the Sweet, and Smart 
The Honey on my Lips 1 found, + 
The Sting went thro' my Heart. 
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oO Britiſh Heroes, proud of antient Blood, 
For poliſh'd Beauty eager Rivals ſtood ; 
Both deeply pierc'd, theis rankling Wounds confeſt, 
And pointed Beauty rag d in either Breaſt ; 
What ſhou'd they do? No Partnerſhips in Love, 
No middle Way contending Rivals prove, | 
'Tis radiant Steel muſt end the fierce Diſpute, 
And failing Reaſon glitt'ring Arms confute, 
Brave they engage, but yet with Caution brave, 
Each wou'd enjoy, yet each his Life wou'd ſave, 
Inglorious Action baſe unworthy Deed | 


Big in their Words, yet fear for Love to bleed, 
Such daſtard Souls a Fate ſevere ſhou'd feel, 
And die untimely by ſome ruſty Steel. 


The GENERAL LOVER, 


2 T my Fair-one only be 


Female Sex, and ſhe's for me: | | 
| | I can 
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I can love her, fair, or brown,. 

Of the Country, or the Town : 

I can love her, rich or poor, 

Or her Wealth, or Face adore : 

Be ſhe dull, or be ſhe gay, 

Haunting Church, or haunting Play 
her Piety admire, 

Or her briſk, coquetting Fire: | 

I an equal Flame can find 

For the coy, or coming kind : 

If kind, *twou'd ungen rous be 
Not to love her, that loves me: 

If coy, *twou'd Injuſtice prove 

So much Virtue not to love. 

Be ſhe fickle, ſo am I, 

Each will have their Liberty : 
Show'd ſhe be a conſtant Dame, 

It will ſhew how true her Flame. 
Be ſhe tall, 1 like her Minn 
Stalking nobly like a Queen : | . wes f 1 | : — 
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If a little tiny Thing, 

Like Fairy, friſking in a Ring; 
Wiſdom, it has been confeſs'd, 
Of all Ills to chuſe the leaſt: 
Let the Fair only be 


Female Sex, and ſhe's for me. 


She who cannot Credit give, 
Such a Lover e' er can live, 
Tell it to the wond'ring F air, 
I this Moment ſigh for her: 
Sigh for her,—whoe'er ſhe be,— 


If Woman,—that's enough for me. 


— — — — 3 —— 


An EPITAPH 64 an INFANT. 


RE AD this, and weep,—but not for me, 
Lament thy longer Mifery. 

My Life was ſhort, my Grief the leſs; 
Blame not my Haſte to Happineſs, 


4 HYMN. 


Lokp, when I the Heav'ns ſurvey, 
And all the ſplendid Frame, 
I feel my ardent Breaſt conſum'd 
With a devouring Flame, 


II. 


By thy Command, the radiant Sun 
In Glory drowns the Day; 
And Stars, when Shade inveſt the World, 
Their gentler Light diſplay. 
Ir, 
The Spring, in ſweet Viciſſitude, 
Adorns the flow'ry Fields; 


And Autumn, gay with golden Fruit, 
A pleaſant Proſpect yields, 


( 285 ) 
IV. 
If, then, thy liberal Hand has pour'd 
On Nature ſo much Grace, 
Oh! with what Joy the Saints behold 
Th' Effulgence of thy Face. 
V. 
While, by Reflection, I thy Charms 
In Nature here deſcry, « , 
Longing to enter thy bleſs'd Coutts, -- 
. languiſh, faint, and die. 


VI. 
My Soul wou'd, diſengag'd from Earth, 
Be raviſh'd with thy Sight, 
But, in this ſordid Clay confin'd, 
The Body ſtops it's Flighs 
| dh 
When wilt thou to thy Servant, Lox ! 
Unveil thy Beaury's Blaze, EOF Dee" VE RG 
And all my Fi be Joſt . 
Io Extay, and Prafe. 
4 RHAPSODY. 
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4 RHAPSODY. 


Swain, who, muſing on the various Cares 


Of human Life, it's ceaſcleſs Hopes and Fears ; 
Had wander'd in a ſolitary Walk, 

Where, with himſelf, he might with Freedom talk ; 
Involv'd in Thought, his rambling Courſe purſu'd, 
Regardleſs, —till obſtructed by a Flood, 

Whoſe Banks were deck'd with never-dying Green, 
He ſtopꝰd, amidſt a pleaſing rural Scene. 


To * a Bow'r, the Cedar, and the Pine, 
Umbrageous riſe, their Branches intertwine, 
And to reſiſt the ſolar Beams combine; 
Their mingling Roots, which! matted Moſs: ka 
grows, | ag 798 
Swell from Earth's Surface, * a * . ; 
The Velvet Couch, with Verdure gay delights 


The Eye, and to repoſe the Limbg-invites.. "a 


Here ſat the Swain, ati caft ao fil View, — 


yeaue wiper mn ce preſents an Object) new. 
a In 
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In the calm Flood, the Sun himſelf ſurveys 
The limpid Mirrour, brighten'd by his Blaze, 
Gives to the Gazer's Eye his harmleſs Rays. 
Hills, gently riſing, bound the Proſpect there, 
Tall Poplars, on the left, their Heads uprear $/ 
While, on the right, an Orchard cloaths his Field,” 
Whoſe equi: diſtant Trees a Viſta yieldy 7 
Thro* which, en yori well-cultivated Plain, 
The Lambs are ſeen to crop the graſſy Grain : 
Beyond: the Plain, a beauteous Hill afcends, . 
Whoſe ridgy Height half circular extends; 
Thick Fufts I various Tia adorn it's Head, | | 3 
It's fertile Sides unplanted Vines 0 Yerſpread. * 5 
Whenꝰe er den the Steep, imperuous N Rain 2 


Dfeend 2 'Bafon at ir 8 Foot contains 


yr kol. 12 bars em from th Jett Joining 
'* pt; act bod :- απ⁰ͥn⁰¹in ii of 
N ne 4 N cape Pooth the froubP Swain, 2 
Breaſt no o longer Licks with fan 0 acy'd Pain, _ 
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Oh lovely Place! what Language can diſplay 
The pleaſing Proſpect, which my Eyes ſurvey! 


Here, might a philoſophic Poet's Mind, 


Fit Objects for her Contemplation find. 

To Wilds like theſe, the Sabine Bard retir'd, 

Was by the Life-informing Muſe infpir'd : 

Wou'd ſhe with Thoughts like his my Boſom warm, 
My moral Verſe ſhou'd — Reader charm! 


. 


E929 


That * Orb bof Light, the Source of Day, 
From his meridian Station poſts away! 1 
And tho his Beauties now o'erpow'r the Sight, | 
Soon ſhall his brilliant Beams be yeil'd in Night. | 4 
Thus ſhall. the Soul, which now my! Life ſuſtains, | 


33 74 , 


And ſends the Blood Fw circling t thro? my Veins, . 


ge — LS4 


Thi he deſtin d Time arriv'd, purſue i it's Way, 


117 111 wt 14 4 41355 4s 


To Worlds unknown—the Body ſhall "x 
And be o'erwhelm' d with it's parental Clay. 


Diane. el 20 N It 2 75 9 * 7 OC 


The ftacely, Trees, which, . grace | yon fertile Mauls, 


1 31% 


Whoſe Leaves fel Victims to t the  wintry - 
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May to the Man, who views their Trunks, declare, 
The Change which Humankind is doom'd to bear; 
Not long ago, their ſpreading Heads were gay, 
Thick-waving Foliage danc'd on ev'ry Spray; 

Tho' naked now their hoary Limbs are ſeen, 

Yet, by th' approaching Spring, recloath'd in Green, 
Freſh-blooming Ornaments ſhall crown each Head, 


And a new Family of Leaves ſucceed. 


So, when the Man hath run his mortal Race, 
His Offspring for a while ſupply his Place ; 
Produce their Likeneſs, and then haſte to die, 
And leave the World to a new Progeny. 


The gentle Flood, flow ſwallowing up the Beach, 
Rejoicing ſeems it's Boundary to reach ; 
And, as the Waves o'erflow the ſhelvy Strand, 
Retiring from them, flits th* unſtable Sand. 
Tho? now a Calm forbids the Flood to roar, 
Shou'd Winds ariſe ſubſervient to their Pow'r, 

Vor. II. * Soon 
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Soon wou'd the Water ſhift his ſmiling Face, 
While Sands, and Mud, the Surface wou'd diſgrace; 
With toaming Rage, it's boiling Billows white 
Wou'd Terror raiſe, and baniſh ſweet Delight. 


When I reflect on this, methinks, I find, 
Drawn on thoſe Waves the Picture of my Mind ; 
Tho' now my Boſom all ſerene and calm, 

Seems fill'd with ſoft Content, and pleaſing Balm; 
Yet ſoon, perhaps, with rude, refiſtleſs Sway, 
Shall riſing Paſſion drive this Calm away : 

The Mind, diſturb'd and mad with raging Woe, 
Shall to the Sight a loathſome Bottom ſhew ; 

And thoſe Ideas, which my Fancy ſtore, 

May be diſpers'd, like Sands upon the Shore. 


Oh thou, who doſt the Univerſe ſuſtain ! 

Hoy poor a Creature is thy Servant-Man ! 

Whatever Views employ my muſing Mind, 

My Weakneſs, and thy wond'rous Power I find. 
Almighty 
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. Almighty Loxp ! thy providential Care 
Hath kept me, ſince I firſt drew vital Air ; 
And, tho' Misfortunes have my Life annoy'd, 
Deſertleſs, many Bleſſings I've enjoy'd. 

Oh!] graciouſly accept my grateful Senſe, 
Acknowledging thy great Beneficence; 

From all my Faults and Follies ſet me free, 
From their ill Conſequence deliver me. 

And with ſuch Pow'rs my fickle Mind endue, 
That I my future Courſe may ſafe purſue ; 

In all thoſe Trials I am doom'd to bear, 
While thro? the ſtormy Sea of Life I ſteer, 
Let Reaſon guide me with unfailing Care. 
And, that with Comfort I may act my Part, 
May Piety and Wiſdom fill my Heart. 

Let no injurious Being work my Thrall, 


Nor let Misfortune heavy on me fall. 


Let not my own Miſconduct work my Woe, 
N or Error make me to myſelf a Foe. 
That I may Truth obtain divinely fair, 
Let my Perceptions be diſtinct and clear. 
1 Grant 
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Grant me ſuch Health, and ſuch Proſperity, 
As to thy Wiſdom ſhall ſeem good for me. 


Be my Life crown'd with Peace, to thee reſign'd, 


Bleſs'd with Content, and with a tranquil Mind. 
And when that Duty, which on Man is laid, 
To Friends, and to my Family is paid ; 
And I, with juſt Endeavours till have ſtrove, 
My Mind with uſeful Knowledge to improve; 
With virtuous Habits to reform my Heart, | 
And act thro' Life a juſt and honeſt Part; 
May I, with Decency, ſubmit to Fate, 


And find myſelf in a more happy State. 


Here ceas'd the Swain, —and ſoon the Ev*ning 
Hour . 

Warn'd him to ſeek the Houſe, and quit his verdant 

Bow'r. | 


An 
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y. NI 
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ERE reſts a Woman, good without Pretence, 
Bleſs'd with plain Rea: and with 3 Senſe. 
No Conqueſts ſhe, but o'er herſelf deſir'd, 

No Arts eſſay'd, but not to be admir'd; 
Paſſion and Pride were to her Soul unknown, 
Convinc'd that Virtue only is our own; 

So unaffected, ſo compos'd a Mind, 

So firm, yet ſoft, ſo ſtrong, yet ſo refin'd. 
Heav'n, as it's pureſt Gold, the Torture try'd, 


The Saint fuſtai'd i, but the Woman 97 U. 


— — * 2 
N 


The PoET's LAMENTATION for the Loſs of 
his | Ye which he us'd to call his Muſe. 


Gn D with Grief, in _ Strains [ 
Wy mourn, . 

The Partner of my _ from me torn : 

How ſhall I ſing? what Numbers ſhall I * 

For, in my fav rite Cat, I've loſt my Muſe. 


T 3 No 
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No more I feel my Mind with Raptures fir'd, 
I want thoſe Airs that Puſs ſo oft inſpir'd 
No crouding Thoughts my ready Fancy fill 
Nor Words run fluent from my eaſy Quill ; 
Yet ſhall my Verſe deplore her cruel Fate, 


And celebrate the Virtues of my Cat. 


In Acts obſcene ſhe never took Delight, 
No Catterwauls diſturb'd our Sleep by Night ; 
Chaſte as a Virgin, free from every Stain, 
And neighb'ring Cats mew'd for her Love in vain. 
' She never thirfied for the Chickes's Blood, 
Her Teeth ſhe only us'd to chew her Food; 
Harmleſs as Satires which her Maſter writes, 


A Foe to ſcratching, and unus'd to Bites. 


She in the Study was my ants M 100. 
There we together many Evenings lat. 
Whene'er I felt my tow'ring Fancy fail, 
I ſtrok'd her Head, her Ears, her Back, her Tal; 
And, 
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And, as J ſtrok'd, improv'd my dying Song, 
From the ſweet Notes of her melodious Tongue: 
Her Purrs, and Mews, fo evenly kept Time, 
She purr'd in Metre, and ſhe mew'd in Rhime. 
But when my Dulneſs has too ſtubborn prov'd, 
Nor cou'd by Puſss Muſic be remov'd 

Oft to the well-known Volumes have I gone, 


And ſtole a Line from Pop E, or ADD1$0N. 


Oft-times, when loſt amidſt poetic Heart, 
She, leaping on my Knee, has took her Seat ; 
There ſaw the Throes that rack d my lab'ring Brain, 
And lick'd and claw'd me to myſelf again. 
Then, Friends, indulge my Grief, and let me mourn; 
My Cat is gone, ah! never to return. 
Now in my Study, all the tedious Night, 
Alone I fit, and, unaſſiſted, write: 
Look often round (oh greateſt Cauſe of Pain !) 
And view the num'rous Labours of my Brain; 
Thoſe Quires of Words array'd in pompous Rhyme, 
Which brav'd the Jaws Eads Time; 

4 Now 
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Now undefended, and unwatch'd by Cats, 


Are now doom'd Victims to the Teeth of Rats, 


VERSES 70 Mi ———, 


ÞeR ev'ry Stature of a Woman fit, 
Anna has Spirit, ſparkling Eyes, and Wit ; 
Nor let her Want of Stature raiſe a Strife, 
In leſs of Matter, there is more of Life : 
Thus, Diamonds leſſen'd into Brilliants riſe, 


And gain in Luſtre what they loſe in Size. 


Once, we muſt own, deluded by the Throng, 
She lean'd to Folly, but ſhe lean'd not long. 
Prancing, and pert, ſhe bounc'd into the World, 
She talk*d and titter'd, toſs'd the Head, and curl'd: 
By Nature lively, ſhe grew wild by Art; 


For ſure it was ſo pretty to be ſmart, 


But ſoon recov*t ing, midſt the Fluſh of Youth, 
Contented, ſhe came Home to Senſe and Truth; 
n Of 
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Of ev'ry foreign, idle Grace diſarm'd, 
She grew herſelf, ſhe reaſon'd, and ſhe charm'd. 
Yet, tho? ſhe reaſons, ſhe can trifle ſtill, 

With equal Spirit, but ſuperior Skill ; 
And with ſome Change of Manners, and of Stiles, 
(For Folly laughs, but Wiſdom only ſmiles) F. 
The Pertneſs fled, the Sprightlineſs remains, | | | 
She then diverted, now ſhe entertains, 1 
With lively Humour, and with eaſy Senſe, 
Not at her Neighbours, but her own Expence 
With nice Reflections on the preſent Caſt, 
Or graceful Cenſures of her Follies paſt ; 
Shy to decide, tho” ready to diſcern ; 


Fond to improve, and not aſham'd to learn : 
Her Reaſon, with the Charms of Fancy grac'd, 
She feels a Reliſh, and ſhe ſhews a Taſte. 

Her Life by Principle and Truth ſhe ſteers, 

Not turn'd by ev'ry Whiſtle that ſhe hears. 

Like Half the Sex, from Matrons down to Girls, 
With Eyes that twinkle, and a Head that twirls : 
7 With 
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With Soul and Body ever in a Dance, 

The Slave of Faſhions, and the Sport of Chance $ 
Now light and giddy, then demure and prim, 

All Pride and Paſſion, Prejudice and Whim. 

Her Heart ſtill regularly taught to beat, 


Is warm with Nature's, not with Paſſion's Heat. 


With friendly Sorrows apt to ſwell, or flow 
With gen'rous Softneſs for another's Woe, 
Which Friendſhip, Piety, Cempaſſion move, 
And ev'ry tender Sentiment, but Love. 


— 


Yet Love may gain Admittance too, but ſlow, 
As yet a Stranger only, not a Foe. 
Her Heart is 90 be won, but has * Price, 
And is not ſo inſenſible, as nice. 
Thus ev'ry Virtue mining in it's Place, 
And ev'ry Virtue follow'd by a Grace, 
She claims our Praiſes! are our Praiſes due ? 
The Picture charms us ! is the Picture true? 
All Poets rant, their Fancy is their Law, 
They colour brightly, what they falſly draw, 
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Or, grant that one, in twenty, ſpeaks his Mind, 
He may not flatter, but he may be blind, 


Some praiſe with Art, that cannot judge with Skill, 
And many flouriſh well, who reaſon ill. 


Anna, your Worth the Writer's Fame inſures, 
He drew the Picture, make chat Picture your's, 
Shew to the Women, how their Glories ſink, 
Shew to the Men, a Woman dares to think; 
Till all confeſs, diſcowring whom I paint, 

The Image faithful——tho' the Copy faint. 


he. lect. * 


—— 


The LoveR's CURSE. 


HO tells falſe Tales of her 1 love, 
I wiſh that this his Fate may prove: 
Firſt, may he ever have the Curſe, . 
To doat on Widow for her Purſe ; | 
And may the juſt-departing Crone 1 
Give Hopes to all but him alone. | 


Pd 
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With true Love may his Heart be tore, 
And may the Object be a Whore, 

Be ſcorn'd by her whom all elſe ſcorn ; 
Forſwear (by Senſe of Shame o'erborn) 
What he before to her had ſworn, 


May he, when his Conſcience falters, 
E'er dream of Axes, Gibbets, Halters. 


If Spendthrift, may he ſeek his Bread 
From them whom he before had fed. 


And, if it ſhou'd a Woman be, 
Nature has took Revenge for me: 
I wou'd not wiſh a greater Ill, 
Let her but be a Woman ſtill. 


On a Company dancing. 


T HIS Dance foretels the Couple's Life, 
Who mean to dance as Man and Wife; 
As 
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As here they'll firſt with Vigour ſet, 
Give Hands, and turn whene'er they meet; 


But ſoon will quit their former Track, 


Caſt off, and end in Back to Back. 


The GENERous MisER. 


(GAIPE-ALL, a cunning Cit, a niggard Elf, 
Keeps all his Goods and Chattles to himſelf, 
His Meat, his Wine, his Wiſdom, and his Pelf. 
Thus he ill-natur'd ſeems, yet fer his Friends 
He ſomething has that ſtill can make Amends ; 
For deary Spouſe, with better Humour fraught, 
As he does all Things, ſhe'll deny us Nought. 
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The F A L L. 
To E—— O———, Eſq; 


a H not, dear Ned, that thou wert toſt, 


When late in Hudibraſtic Mode, 
Thy Senſes and thy Stirrups loſt, 
We found thee ſprawling on the Road, 


Some airy Sylph, with gentle Care, 
Perceiv'd thee nodding o'er the Stones, 
And perch'd behind thee to prepare, 
An eaſy Buſh to ſave thy Bones. 


Flow Cælia wou'd have ſcream'd to ſee, 
Thy taper Limbs daſh'd to the Ground, 
And nimbly ſprung to follow thee, 
And feel if ev'ry Joint was ſound. 


That Gypſy, Fortune, ſkulks behind, 
While we jog on ſecure and ſlow, 
And, Jockey-like, too oft we find, 
She gives the Jolt, and down we go. 


So, 
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So, Miniſters of State are known 
To totter on their Ruin's Brink ; 


Their Stirrup- Penſioners withdrawn, 
At once they drop, and down they ſink. 


in, ODE om MAN. 


3 feeble Man! to boaſt of Birth, 
Of Fortune, Titles, Riches, all 
Thoſe tinſelPd Nothings of this Ball: 
Thou ſhort-liv'd Glow-Worm of this Spot of Earth, 
What can thoſe caudy Trinkets do ? 
Will ſtern, inexorable Fate 
Regard thy Pomp of Wealth, or State, 
And wave the deſtin'd Blow? 


No—that reſiſtleſs, pow'rful Hand, 

That Scourge of Pride will ſurely ſtrike ; 
And the laſt gen'ral Debt demand, 

Arreſting Kings and Slaves alike, 
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View then with Scorn thy Idol-Store, 

Alas ! 406 impotent to ſave 

Thy Moth-doom'd Carcaſs from the Grave, 
That glutted Magazine of Rich and Poor. 


An FPIGRAM an owr imitating the French. 


AGE formal Apes endeavour all they can, 
With their grave Whims to be as wiſe as Man; 
Parifian Fops, the like affected ſeem 
To have a Face, an Air, and Tail like them; 
From which our Taſte thus only diſagrees, 


Theſe mimick Apes, and we but mimick #heſe. 


„ N G. 
I. 
OTHERS, thro* too much Pride, or Love, 
Ne'er fail of Inclination 
To breed their Children far above 
The Level of their Station. 


The 
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| IE. 
The Farmer to the Dancing-School, 


Muſt ſend his aukward Daughter, 
To ſpend what he ſhou'd give the Fool 


To match her well hereafter. 


III, 
So when the Wench, by am'rous Sighs, 


Declares ſhe's ripe and ready, 


In Minuet and Boree lies 


The Fortune of my Lady. 


of 


FE 
Thus bred, the wanton, clumſey Laſs 


A working Slave deſpiſes; 
And rather chuſing to be baſe, 


She falls before ſhe riſes. 
V. 
When, if the Hoyden had been bred 
To th' Ladle, and her Needle, 
She wou'd not then have been miſled 
To ogle, kiſs, and wheedle. 
Vox. II. U 


Wherefore, 
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VI. 
Wherefore thoſe Parents act awry, 


And, in the Main, deceive 'em. 
Who breed their Children proudly high, 


Vet little have to give 'em. 


TRUE HAPPINESS. 


PHESE are the Things, which once poſſeſs d, 
Will make a Life that's truly Bleſs'd ; 

A good Eſtate on healthy Soil, 

Not got by Vice, nor yet by Toil; 
Round a warm Fire, a pleaſant Joke, 
With Chimney ever free from Smoke; 
A Strength entire, a ſparkling Bowl, 

A quiet Wife, a quiet Soul, 

A Mind as well as Body whole; 

Prudent Simplicity, conſtant Friends, 

A Diet which no Art commends; 

A merry Night, without much drinking, 


A happy Thought, without much thinking; 
Each 
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Each Night by quiet Sleeps made ſhort, 
A Will to be but what thou art : 
Poſſeſs'd of theſe, all elſe defy, 
And neither wiſh, nor fear to die. 


Theſe are the Things, which once poſſeſs'd, 
Will make a Life that's truly bleſs'd. 


A Cure for the Gour. 


GovT ! thou puzzling, knotty Point, 
Who nick'ſt Man's Frame in ev'ry Joint, 
Like Surgeon's-Hall, you Richnels gain, 
By ſcrewing mortal Limbs to Pain ; 

Firſt, Miner-like, you work below, 

To ſap Man's Fabric by the Toe; 

So footing take where footing ends, 

As Hebrew reading backward tends. 

If Med'cine can't the Smart diſlodge, 

From Bone to Bone you play and dodge; 


U 2 Then, 
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Then, in Revenge, like flying Foe, 
You burn and cripple where you go ; 
So four Saps, ftom Crab- Tree Root, 
Begin below, and upwards ſhoot; 

And, where malignant Juices flow, 
Cloſe knotty Nobs in Sharpneſs grow: 
Old Oedipus, the T heban King, 

Felt ſwelling Joints, and gouty Sting, 
And tho' the Sage e explain, 
He never cou'd unriddle Pain. 

Let Stoicks boaſt of Indolence, 

Man's Caſe attains a feeble Senſe. 

And, what is worſe, th' affected Part, 
Finds {mall Relief by Doctor's Art: 
The Skill of Mead confounded ſtands, 
When Patient roars, my Toe! my Hands! 
If, as Friend Tully often hints, 

Man's Caſe a Priſon repreſents; | 
The Gout ſupplies the Goal with Chains, 
And fills the Tenement, with Pains. 


Corroſive 
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Corroſive Pains, that cramp the Bone, 
And ſtop all Muſic, but their own. 
But as Apollo, God of Wit, 
Beſides his Phyſic, keeps a Kit; 
No Doubt, to ſooth the Patient's Heart, 
When Med'cine can't remove the Smart ; 
This pleaſing Lenitive admit, 
Perhaps the Tune may ſooth the Fit : 
WW heard, that Bees, when ranging found, Me 
Kim charm'd to Peace by tinkling Sound. 
When cutting Teeth, or ill-plac'd Pin 
Moleſt a tender Infant's Skin, 
Shrill Lullabies, in Nurſes Strain, 
Aſſuage the peeviſh Bantling's Pain, 
Then, as the Humours throb and ach, 


This eaſy, fafe Preſcription take. 


In Elbow-Chair, majeſtic ſit 
| In full high Twinge, yet ſcorn to fret; 
Suppoſe yourſelf in Papal See, 


Extending Toe to Devotee : 


I From 
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From theſe Examples, ceaſe to fume, 

And, in the ſoothing Flannels Room, 

Wrap round your Joints this healing Verſe, 


'Tis Patience proves the kindeſt Nurſe. 


The M AT C H. 


Dor ING old Fool had a Mind for to wed, 
And he took a gay, wanton, young Laſs to his Bed; 
She married the Man for the Sake of the Pelf, 
In Hopes of a Spark, and a Houſe to herſelf. 
When Darkneſs was fled, he wou'd angle till Noon, 
But once broke his Line, and returning too ſoon, 
He ſurpriz'd the young Couple —— When Madam 
began, 
Why ſo ſuilen, my Dear ? look up like a Man; 
The Sguire has brought me the Lemons you ſee, 
Do but get me ſome Corks, and the Liquor's for 
thee ; 


This 
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This will warm you within, if it freezes or. ſnows, 

And your Houſe is inſur'd, as the Policy ſhews : 

Of a Truth, you've no Need to bemoan your bad 
Luck, 

He has ſent us beſides the beſt part of a Buck. 

I am no ſuch Woodcock, the Huſband replies, 

I know that your Conduct my Fortune ſupplies ; 

But yet tho' this Bounty my Table adorns, 

Whilſt I eat of the Buck, I ſhall think of the Horns. 


On: BURLESQUE. 


WW HEN Wags pervert, what others ſerious 
writ, 

*Tis the low Exerciſe of frothy Wit. 

In Virgil's Page, the Hero ſtands confeſs'd: 

We read with Pity Troy's Remains diſtreſs'd, 

Tho' made, in merry Traveſtic, a Jeſt , 

The captivating Prince, the frantic Queen, 


However banter'd, is a noble Scene. 


U4 


— 
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The Droll cannot debaſe one Sterling Line, 

'Tis Bullion all, and will for ever ſhine. 
Such Writers make one laugh, yet ſtill Burleſque 
Is, at the beſt, but Poetry's Groteſque. 

A Dawber may a Village Revel ſtrike, 

But who a draw an Alexander, like 

Nor fam'd Apelles wou'd, nor Virgil chuſe, 


Or a Dutch Pencil, or a Cotton's Muſe. 


. 


VERSES ſent to a Lavy, with a Lap- dog. 


O thee, fair Nymph, a Dog I ſend 
Thy Couch to guard, thy Board t' attend, 
This Dog might an Example be 
To the moſt noble two-legg'd He. 

By Fear unaw'd, by Hope unſway'd, 
No Friend, nor Truſt, has he betray d; 
Faithful in Service he will prove, 


And ever-grateful for thy Love. 
Such 
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{Such as each Maid might wiſh her Swain, 
Always to pleaſe, and never pain.) 

Yet, him, we ſaucy Men, do call 

A Creature quite irrational, 

What then is Reaſon ? Inſtin&t what ? 
And wherein differs this from that ? 

Tell me, ye learned Scholiaſts, ſay, 
Why thoſe who boaſt of Reaſon's Sway, 
Are far leſs N far more fool'd, 
Than thoſe by weaker Inſtin& rul'd ? 


No Anſwer to theſe Doubts 1 found, 


But quibbling Jargon, ſenſeleſs Sound. 
Take, therefore, take, thou tender Fair, 
The jetty Mauro to thy Care; 
By thy ſoft Hand, may he be led, 
And by thoſe ſnowy Fingers fed ! 5 | 
When ſoothing Dreams thy Eye-lids cloſe, 
On the ſame Down may he repoſe ; 
Thy Charms from bold Intruders keep, 
And only to Alexis ſleep. 
On 
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Ge ABSENCE. A Sons. 
Tune Tweed Side. \ 


* 
_ D from the Sight of my Dear, 
No Object with Pleaſure I ſee ; 
Tho? Thouſands all round me appear, 
The World's but a Deſart to me: 
Ev'ry Morning, her Charms to ſurvey, 
Sol's Abſence Pd gladly . 
*Tis her Eyes that reſtore me the Day, 
*Tis Night, when their Luſtre I loſe. 


IT. 


In vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
The Fields dreſs'd ſo bloomingly gay, 
The Birds that delightfully ſing, 
Delight not when Czlia's away: 
Oh! give the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
The Seaſons unheeded may roll ; 
Her Preſence like Midſummer warms, 


Her Abſence out-freezes the Pole, 
Reclin'd ' 


3) 


III. 


Reclin'd by ſoft, murmuring Streams, 
I, weeping, diſburthen my Care; 
I Nil to the Rocks my fond Themes, _ 
Whoſe Ecchoes but ſooth my Deſpair ; | 
Yet Streams that ſoft murmuring flow, 
Convey to my Love ev'ry Tear, 
Ye Rocks that reſound with my Woe, 
Repeat my Complaints in her Ear. 
w. 
Oh ! tell her, I languiſhing lie 
In the Midſt of Life's vigorous Bloom, 
That *tis only herſelf can ſupply 
The Cure that retrieves from the Tomb : 
And if the dear Charmer ſhall deign 
To equal my ink Fire, 
That Moment will eaſe all my Pain, 


New Life, and new Pleaſure inſpire; 


The 
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The ADVICE. 


Grant it, —and declare 
I never yet ſaw Nymph more fair, 
Nor form'd for more Delight: 
No Statue can thy Shape W | 
With matchleſs Air, and Mien, 1 Grace, 
And Eyes as Db monds bright. 0 


Thy Lips, which Coral far excel, 
Or Colours that in Rubies dwell, 
Your pearly Teeth adorn ; 
The Beauties, which thy Checks diſcloſe, 
Abaſh the Lilly and the Roſe, 
Or Colours of the Morn. 


And then thy ſable Treſſes deck 

With wanton Curls thy lovely Neck, 
As Marble ſmooth * white ; 

And fuch a Contraſt there doth ſhew, 

As Ravens on a Hill of Snow, 


Or Darkneſs to the Light. 


Who 
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Who can ſuch Force of Wit withſtand, * 
As thou at all Times can command 
With ſuch peculiar Grace ? 
Good-natur'd, affable, and gay, 


With Charms of Mind to keep the Sway, 
And Conqueſts of thy Face. 


Reſerve thou then with choiceſt Care, 

T hoſe Boons which Nature gives ſo rare, 
And of ſuch Charms be nice; | 

The Things of greateſt Value known, 

Loſe greatly, if too often ſhewn, 


Their real Worth, and Price. 


Obſerve the Sun, the Source of Light, 

To him, altho' he ſhines fo bright, 
Small Notice we afford; 

But in thoſe gloomy Regions, where 

Seldom his glad' ning Beams appear, 
He's courted and ador'd. 
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Man, born for Labours proud and vain, 

Prize moſt, what's hardeſt to obtain, 
And ev'ry Thing that's rare: 

This Conqu'ror, then, at Diſtance hold, 

He'll court the more, if you ſeem cold; 


But ſcorns the willing Fair. 


b 


PYRRHUS King of Erigvs. 
To Sir B * 4 


I. 
OLD Pyrrbus ſwore he'd humble Rome, 
And bring it's Pride and Empire under, 


So lugg'd his Elephants from Home, , 
As Mountains high, as loud as Thunder. 


IL 
Th' unwieldy Champions grunt and roar, 
In aukward, clumſy Order muſter'd ; 
'The like was never ſeen before, 


| Fabricius ſtar'd, and Pyrrbus bluſter'd. 


But 


' 
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III. 
But a brave Roman, void of Fear, 
Found, when he ſhot his pointed Dart, 
As you, Sir, lately, you know where, 
A yielding, penetrable Part. 
| IV. 
The tow'ring Squadron, raſhly vain, 
With panic Terror ſeiz'd, we find, 
Left in Confuſion on the Plain, 
The Empire of the World behind. Wh 
5 
Perhaps, Sir / —, you'd compare 
Such mighty Rout, ſuch weak Defence, 
To deep-mouth'd Stentor at the Bar, 
To Dingle's Muſe, or Hobnail's Senſe, 
| VI. 
Rome ſmil'd to ſee her Heroes lead 
The Herd triumphantly abour, 
As you know K——y did in Bed 
A vanquiſh'd Monſter by the Snout. 


RESIGNATION 
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RESIGNATION a VIRTUE. 


RICHARD o' th* Green, grown old, and very poor, 
For Sunday's Change had but the Shirt he wore ; 
Wakes, Fairs, or M arkets, or whatever came, 

He wore his Linen turn'd, but ſtill the ſame: 
Whene'er *twas waſh'd, or when a bleaching ſpread, 
He ftrip'd to Buff, and lay the while in Bed. 

At laſt, as drying in the Sun-ſhine laid, 

Some Thief, that made no Conſcience of his Trade, 
(A faithleſs Trimbuſh, who ne'er faiPd the Sport,) 
Skulk'd flily by, and ſtole away the Shirt : 

The good old Wife . out aloud, undone ! 

Oh Huſband ! Gaffer | Oh thy Shirt is gone | 

He ties in Bed—Peace, Fool, 1s that ſuch News ? 


Thoſe that have ſomething, they muſt ſomething loſe. 


ELLIS 


